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CHAPTER   I 


IN    THE   |»ATIO 


On  the  whIo  sweep  of  liv^'uia  Head,,  the  roller* 
mlvanced  hke  an  army  with  «nowy  haniiers.  The 
March  duMk  t^as  falling,  and  in  the  patio  of  the 
mamn.oth    '  jtel    by    the    waterside  a   woman's 
white  «:ow    glimmered  amid  the  tropical  foliage. 
There  was  no  one  else  in  the  g        n.    There 
were  few  guests  in  the  fashionahle    esort  who 
were  not  either  afraid  of  the  night  air  among  the 
palms  or  made  restless  by  the  hush  of  the  place. 
Within    the   glittering   spaces   of   the   hotel, 
women  chattered  and  exhibited  their  toilets,  or 
promenaded    with    their    escorts   on    the   long 
piazzas.   Some  had  sought  the  famous  Southern 
talifornian  resort  in  pursuit  of  health,  some  to 
escape  the  spring  rigors  of  the  North,  some  for 
the  sweet  siike  of  their  favorite  out-door  sports 
and  some  merely  to  change  the  place  -  though 
they  must  keep  the  pain -of  life's  boredom. 

Ot  all  the  throng,  but  one  had  come  to  be 
alone,  and  she  strolled  now  in  the  broad  patio 


\Ji. 
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•urrounckHl  hy  the  four  wall,  of  the  enormoiw 
camvaniwry,  thmuJiHl  with  itH  ^alleriei.,  .lonertrd 
at  thii  hour  hy  huhieii  and  th«ir  uurnei,  and  tho 
inamiiuiit  who  had  exchanj^ed  ii»<|^Ii^,<efi  for  din- 
tier  uowiw  aud  were  now  neekiiig  pleasure  else- 
where. 

The  youriff  woman  in  the  ^rden  lifted  her 
head,  with  iti.  coronet  of  black  hair,  and  the  dim 
li«ht  fell  softly  on  fair  brow  and  blue  e^es  a^  her 
glance  sought  a  remote  dormer  window  above 
her. 

"  Almost  as  high  as  Mars,"  she  said  to  herself, 
glancing  further  up,  at  a  planet  whose  brilliant 
gaze  was  already  shining  upon  'he  palms.  "  I  like 
to  be  a  Martian,"  she  murmured.  ''  Kven  if  my 
purse  would  allow  me  t.)  come  down  a  floor  or 
two,  I  should  still  prefer  my  garret.  Ah,"  with  a 
sigh  of  content,  "  there  is  no  solitude  like  that  of 
a  crowd.  This  place  is  an  ideal  one  for  a  woman 
to  gather  herself  together.    No  one   wishes  to 
climb  to  my  attic,"  -  she  lifted  her  hands  toward 
the  palms  and  took  a  deep  breath  of  the  still 
rose-laden  air,  —  "  „o  one,  thank  heaven,  wisheJ 
to  walk  in  my  gara,n."  She  strolled  on  idly,  bits 
from   the  orchestra  within  occasionally  stealing 
out  to  her  and  interrupting  the  staid  melody  she 
began  to  hum  above  her  breath. 
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Sii.l.leiily.  another  .I«ni2».„  „f  the  pluci.  umiU 
hiiiiM^lf  known.  A  hurnt  of  ,mmik  from  a  nnKhbor- 
mKtrmuinmtml  h.T.an.l  with  iwrtmJ  Iii.HHhi.»toocl 
•ti  I  to  Iiitm,  to  the  outiHiurin^  of  a  nio..kinKh.r.l 
liiU(h«n  iitep  anionw:  the  spreading  fann  «,f  foliaire 

A  fountain  nphinhed  noniewhere  out  of  HJ^ht 

The   ^.rl'H   hanilH  pren^ed    together.   The  quirk 

•Kht  of  pleanure  that  iprnnx:  in  her  vyen  at  the 

bird  8  first  low  trill  nlowly  faded,  and  tearH  tfath- 

ered  there.  ^ 

Mer«  V  wakeil,  and  her  heart  Huffered  the 
tiifhteni  4  pan^  jfrown  familiar.  Lines  came  in 
her  face  that  robbed  it  of  itn  girlinhnens,  and  her 
l.p  wa«  eauK'ht  beneath  her  tcn-th,  while  drops 
slipped  down  her  cheeks  like  rain. 

"O  God/'  her  heart  .,]  „ut,  "if  it  could 
be  always  nijht,  with  n.  v  ,  u^ar  me  but  the 
bird  8,  until  I  could  forget . 

Enamored  of  his  own  son^:,  of  the  stillness,  of 
the  darkness  and  the  H<,litude,  the  little  chorinter 
sang  on  for  pure  joy  of  expression. 

"  As  some  musicians  play,"  thought  the  woman, 
steeped  in  the  bitterness  of  her  reverie. 

The  planet  above  had  moved  for  nearly  half 
an  hour  on  its  heavenly  course,  when  the  bird's 
unseen  listener  awoke  from  the  thoughts  which 
had  lured  her  away  from  self-control. 
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"Thi8  is  useless,"  she  thouglit  then,  and  dried 
her  eyes  "  Good-night,  dear  bird  ;  I  mustn't  hear 
you  any  longer." 

She  knew  that  outside,  across  grassy  spnces, 
the  sea  was  booming.  It  would  be  a  tonic  after 
the  temptations  of  this  enervating  bower. 

With  hasty  steps  she  approached  one  of  the 
exits  that  gave  passage  beneath  the  huge  build- 
ing  to  the  world  without.  The  door  was  locked, 
fehe  tried  another  and  another.  All  were  ini- 
movable. 

There  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  brave  the  lights 
of  the  hotel  so  she  ascended  a  flight  of  steps  to 
the  first  gallery  and  entered  a  narrow  hallwa^ 
In  doing  so  she  brushed  by  two  women,  one 
elderly  and  one  young,  who  passed  out  into  the 
garden. 

"There,  did  you   see   who   that   was.  Aunt 
Phoebe?     asked  the  girl,  in  a  hushed  voice. 

No  I  did  n't  notice,"  replied  the  elder,  as  she 
descended  the  garden  steps  with  the  deliberation 
ot  portliness.  "  Anybody  we  know  —  herer' 

"  No  but  somebody  I  'd  hke  to  know,"  re- 
sponded the  girl,  and  there  was  a  certain  buoy- 
ancy and  optimism  in    her   tone   and  manner. 

Ihat  was  Nora  Creina." 

"Never   heard   of  her,"  returned   the   other 
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curtl3^.  ;;  Are  you  sure  we  can  get  through  here, 
bibyl  ? 

"  Yes,  indeed ;  I  've  done  it  lots  of  times." 
"Then  hurry  up.  I  suppose  it's  all  right,  our 
coming  nosing  around  this  place  when  we  don't 
pay  any  board,  but  I   feel  easier  under  my  own 
vine  and  fig  tree -I  mean  my  own  pahn-leaf 
fans.  For  the  land's  sake,  hear  that  bird !  If  that 
18  n  t  exactly  like  this  topsy-turvy  country  !  Even 
the  birds  turn  night  into  day.  What  would  we 
think  in  North  Haddam  of  a  bird  that  did  n't  feel 
any  responsibility  of  going  to  roost?  Sibyl  Rav- 
nor,  what's  the  matter  with  that  door  ? " 
The  girl  was  shaking  a  resisting  handle. 

Sure   enough,   it    is   locked,"  she   replied. 
Wait.  I  11  try  another.  You  stay  here." 
So  Aunt  Phcebe  waited,  fixing  disapproving 
eyes  on  the  tree  whence  came  the  untiring  flute 
ot  the  small  serenader. 

"They're  all  locked,"  said  the  young  girl, 
coming  back  at  last.  &   5     > 

"  nf'f^^^  ~~  "  ^^^^°  *^^  °*^^'  impatiently. 
Uh,  of  course  they  'd  have  to  be  at  night, 
with  the  suites  opening  out  on  the  galleries  as 
^hey  do.  It  would  n't  be  safe.  I  ought  to  have 
realized  it.  Is  n't  it  sweet  here?  "  The  girl  drew 
a  deep  breath.  "  Let's  not  go  right  away.  Let 's 
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find  a  garden-seat  and  listen  to  tliat  precious 
bird. 

"  A  garden-seat,  and  most  likely  get  my  best 
skirt  stained  green?  I  guess  not.  I  think  it's 
awful  pokerish  here  with  all  these  ghostly  palms  " 
went  on  Aunt  Phoebe  ;  "and  those  ugly  cactuses 
look  as  though  they  'd  like  nothing  better  than 
to  grab  us  in  the  dark.  If  the  Old  Boy  has  a 
garden,  I  've  known  just  what  he  raises  ever  since 
I  saw  ore  o'  those  great  wicked  overgrown  cac- 
tuses." 

''Listen  to  the  fountain,"  said  Sibyl  wistfully. 
"Don't  you  want  to  come  over  to  it  a  min- 
ute?" 

"  No,  indeed  I  do  not,"  returned  the  elder  em- 
phatically.   "  'T  would  n't  be  healthy  at  night. 
I  m  willing  to  bet  without  knowing  that  the 
water 's  stagnant  in  the  basin,  and  there  's  great 
frog-islands  o'  leaves  sprawled  all  over  it.  I  know 
just  the   sort   o'   fountain  these  shif'less  folks 
would  have.  Now  if  we  have  a  fountain  in  North 
Haddam,  there  ain't  a  tree  to  keep  the  sun  off 'n 
It,  and  the  lawn  's  trimmed  up  nice  to  the  edge." 
The  speaker  led  the  way  firmly  to  the  nearest 
fligh.  of  steps,  and  the  young  girl  smiled  as  she 
followed. 

"  Now  take  me  the  shortest  cut,  Sibyl,"  con- 
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tinued  Aunt  Phoibe,  as  they  reentered  the  nar- 
row passage  of  the  hotel. 

"All  right.  Come  through  here,"  and  the 
girl  led  the  way  to  a  door  which  gave  upon  a 
large  glass-inclosed  piazza. 

There  the  couple  again  came  face  to  face  with 
the  lady  of  the  patio.  She,  looking  from  one  to 
the  other,  met  the  expectant  gaze  of  a  bare- 
headed young  girl  and  the  spectacled  glance  of 
a  stout  woman  formally  bonneted  and  gloved. 

Instantly  Sibyl  pressed  her  aunt's  arm,  and  to 
the  girl's  surprise  and  satisfaction,  the  lady  of 
the  blue  eyes  and  black  hair  hesitated  and  paused 
before  them. 

"Pardon  me,  but  I  wish  to  get  out  of  the 
hotel,"  she  said. 

"  So  do  we,"  responded  Aunt  Phcebe.  "We're 
just  going  right  now  this  way." 

"By  that  door,"  added  S.^yl,  indicating  one 
m  the  distance. 

"It  is  locked.  I've  tried  it,"  said  she  whom 
bibyl  had  christened  Nora  Creina.  "ji:verything 
at  that  end  is  locked,"  she  added,  "  and  I  hoped 
to  find  some  exit  here." 

^^  "We  must !  "  said  Aunt  Phcebe  desperately. 
"It's  a  mile  and  a  half  back  to  the  hotel  office. 
I  know,  for  I  got  lost  here  once  before.  There 
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has  n't  been  anything  so  tiresome  as  the  Regina 
Beach  Hotel  thought  of  since  the  World's  Fair 
at  Chicago.  They  say  it  covers  over  four  acres, 
and  I  know  I  tramped  the  whole  of  'em,  one 
night,  when  I  was  here  without  my  niece  and 
trying  to  sneak  out." 

A  flash,  like  a  smile,  came  into  the  stranger's 
blue  eyes. 

"  That  is  what  I  want  to  do  —  to  sneak  out," 
she  said.  "  I 'm  a  stranger  here ;  but  you  know 
the  way  ?  "  She  turned  to  Sibyl. 

"  I  thought  I  did  —  pretty  well,"  returned  the 
girl ;  "  but  there  is  such  a  corifusion  of  veran- 
das and  parlors." 

The  three  hurried,  first  in  one  direction  and 
then  in  another,  the  girls  going  ahead  and  Aunt 
Phoebe  hastening  after,  at  her  best  speed. 

"  Well,"  she  said  at  last,  in  exasperation, "  don't 
you  ever  ask  me  to  come  over  here  again  in  the 
evening,  Sibyl  Raynor.  It 's  all  very  well  in  the 
daytime,  but  it 's  just  chaos  and  old  night  after 
sundown.  Here  we  've  got  to  walk  way  to  the 
state  line  in  tho  direction  we  don't  want  to,  be- 
fore we  can  begin  to  go  home.  Don't  let 's  dilly- 
dally any  longer.  I  pity  the  burglar  that  tries 
to  get  in  or  out  of  this  place.  We  've  got  to  go 
up  through  that  *  peacock  alley'  to  the  office, 
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and  we  might  as  well  do  it  before  we  're  doir- 
tired."  ** 

Sibyl  smiled  at  the  fair,  impassive  face  under 
the  black  coronet.  "  I  believe  my  aunt  is  right," 
she  said. 

The  stranger  nodded.  "  Then  let  us  go,"  she 
returned. 

Apparently  she  was  loath  to  be  separated  from 
these  new  acquaintances,  for  the  soft  crepe  jf 
her  light  gown  kept  close  to  Aunt  Phoebe's  silken 
elbow  as  the  three  approached  the  music  and 
lights  and  buzz  of  many  voices  in  the  centre  of 
the  hotel. 

Many  an  idle  glance  followed  the  trio,  and 
sometimes  a  prolonged  gaze  noted  the  substantial 
matron  whose  skirts  cleared  the  velvet  carpets 
well,  and  whose  spectacles  gleamed  defiance  of 
the  world  of  fashion  in  general. 

On  her  left  tripped  a  light-footed,  brown- 
haired  maiden,  fresh  as  the  spring,  in  a  flower- 
sprigged  muslin  gown.  Her  eyes  and  lips  seemed 
trying  vainly  to  repress  expression  of  the  joy  of 
living,  while  the  young  woman  on  the  stout  lady's 
other  hand  hastened  by  with  down-cast  gaze  and 
unsmiling  lips,  her  soft,  clinging  gown  trailing 
on  the  floor  and  adding  to  her  slender  height. 
"  Well,"  said  Aunt  Ph(jebe,  with  a  sigh  of  re- 
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lief,  when  the  three  had  finally  emerged  through 
the  heavy  door  and  stood  in  the  open  air,  "  I  feel 
as  though  I  'd  run  the  gauntlet.  Hew  those  folks 
can  stare!  If  I  had  as  much  rubber  in  my 
ankles  as  they  've  got  in  their  necks,  it  would 
come  handy  a  time  like  this." 

She  turned  kindly  to  the  stranger.  It  was  im- 
possible not  to  feel  that  the  young  woman  had 
been  glad  of  her  protection  during  the  last  five 
minutes. 

"  I  hope  you  live  our  way,"  she  said.  "  We  '11 
see  you  home  — just  as  lieves  to  as  not." 

"  Thank  you  very  much,  but  I  am  staying  here. 
I  only  wished  to  get  out  to  the  water." 

"  Well,  you  '11  learn  the  ropes  after  a  while," 
responded  the  other  good-naturedly.  "  We  know 
one  thing  already :  that  though  this  hotel 's  wide 
open  by  day,  so  as  folks  can  be  trapped  from  all 
directions,  there  ain't  only  one  hole  they  can  get 
out  of  come  night." 

The  stranger's  response  to  this  was  a  smile 
which  included  both  her  companions,  and  with  a 
murmur  of  thanks  and  a  good-night  she  left  thrm. 

"  Isn't  she  lovely  !  "  exclaimed  Sibyl  softly  to 
her  aunt,  as  they  moved  homeward. 

"  She  is  — a  real  pretty  woman,"  admitted  the 
latter.  "  What  was  it  you  called  her?  " 
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^  ''Nora   Creiiia !   « My  simple,    grateful    Nora 
Creina.'  Didn't  you  ever  hear  the  soiiir'^" 
"  Never."  " 

"  I  've  met  her  twice,  walking  on  the  bluff,  and 
she  has  such  bewitching  Irish  coloring,  I  knew 
she  must  be  Moore's  ideal.  He  says  :  -- 

•  Few  her  luoka,  but  every  oue 
With  uiieipected  .ight  surprisfja.' 

Did  n't  you  notice,  when  she  glanced  with  a  smile 
at  us  just  now,  how  radiant  she  was,  suddenly?" 
"Real  good-looking.  Yes,  she  is.  Queer  she'd 
be  knocking  about  that  great  barn  ulone." 

"  Barn !  Palace,  you  mean.  A  barn  would  be 
more  fitting  for  a  Nora  Creina;  but  this  one  is 
m  disguise  anyway,  with  her  lovely  citified  gown 
and  her  coronet,  — and  her  discontent,"  added 
Sibyl,  in  a  different  tone. 

"  Discontent  ?  What  makes  you  think  that  ?  " 

"  I  've  seen  it,"  returned  the  girl.  "  The  song 

says ;  —  ° 

•  Beauty  lies  in  many  eyes, 

But  love  in  yours,  my  Nora  Creina,* 

"There  's  only  beauty  in  hers,  no  love,"  said 
Sibyl  reminiscently. 

"  Well,"  remarked  Aunt  Phoebe  comfortably, 
"  doa't  take  it  to  heart.  It 's  the  way  of  the 
world.  The  more  folks  have,  the  more  thev  want. 
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Id  be   wlling  t„  bet    without  k,.owi„»    ,h„ 

von!  W     .     .'  r""''  Poorl-ou.*.  Now  look  ,t 
you    We  don-   keep  the  poorhou«  _  quite,  bu 

nesH  .vu,g  a«  you  have,  since  w ,  came  to  Reirina 
Beach  and  I  have  yet  to  «,e  agl„„  look  ouf,:: 
^e.  Of  cour«  ,f  you  eared  anythiug  about  .oli- 
toire,  .t  would  be  easier  understood,  but  you  do 
have  about  as  little  —  "  .    "t  you  uo 

"  Oh,  nousense."  returned  the  .'irl,  saueezin,, 
her  aunt's  arm.  "  is  n't  it  occupyiL  oTTotlf 
best  cooking  school  in  the  country  V'    ^ 

Her  companion  bridled.  "I  won't  deny,"  she 
replied  modestly,  "that  what  I  kno-v  I  know  " 

p.e/a:'rtha;:>'''^'''''*^''-"^-"''- 

"Well,  it's  a  woman's  reputation  that  she 
can     retorted  Aunt  Phrebe,  weU  pleased. 

Ihe  g,rl  sighed,  her  thought  reverting  to  the 
interesting  stranger.  ^ 

"  Won;t  it  be  beautiful  when  people  wake  up  " 
she  exclaimed:  "when  there  aren't  any  poor- 
houses,  neither  material  nor  mental  ones  '  " 

and  It  will  be  beautiful  when  the  moon  comes 
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»t«nt«i  am,  „„  „h„.^  ,,,^  ^^  ,^^  .^ 
I  lov.  you,  Aunt  Ph<Bbe,"  .he  Jid. 


„,>.illllp " 


CHAPTER  II 

A   CHANIR   ACgilAINTANCB 

On  the  following,  day  th..«,  blue  ,.ye,  which  h.,1 

Zr""'  Sibyl  %„„,  „ero  a^i„'  ;«rhi  the 
Mow,  a,,,,™...|.  .,,e  ,,,„,„  i„  ,|;,„^,,      '""K^^o 

Their  ow„er  w«„  »„.„..,  ,„.  ,  „„,. .  ~- 

startled  the  watcher.  ^°"'''" 

"  Would  n't  that  water  deceive  the  very  elect?  " 

The  vojce  apokein  mild  e.a,peratio„.    ^ 

1  he  blue  ga»  suddenly  roae  to  a  pair  of  kindiv 

«I-taeled  eyes  that  were  beaming  down  on  he^' 

and  the  younger  woman  rose  courlouriy  ' 

ui         ,""'"""'f'"   "''«   «ai'l-    Her   tone    w». 

coldly  perfunctory,  but  perhaps  owing  tlTe  or 
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fu«i«n  of  the  l,re«k..r«'  r.wr  tl.o newomer  .11,1  „„t 

th.  «m.  I.,„ely  g„|  ,|,„  ,,„j  ,.,„    ,  J 

eveninp,  lonely  „„c,.  more. 

"  f«"f  ''"«  f"r  l"T  Iwallh,  verv  likoly,"  t|,„„„|,t 
*un    P,.,,be. .She  Uk,, „,,;,, 4,,    ;'^'' 

W.II  f«lk»  hn.l  „„,   tUt  y.,,'y.  g„tu,  h».pl 

«...d.„R  younjf  Mk,  poki,,^  .,ff  „,„„„    ^v„„  " 
ho,  youn,.  ,!,„  i,    ,„,„,„i       f,...^  '  - 

anywhere  from  twenty  to  thirty  " 

She  accepted  the  young  «„„„.„•,  movement,, 

end :  r'"::"'  ■""'  ""'•'•'  ''*""''  "■•  "•«  "^Tr 

end  of  the  nettee. 

"Ye«,"    ,he   continued,    "thow    wnve»    (hi, 
n.or„.n,  would  .leceive  ,.ny   y,.„|<ee  luZ  et 

Her  companion'.,  heart  ,,-,„k  „t  this  i„v„«ion 
and  »he  hegan  to  consider  how  soon  she  mi2 

Zt'b^r"  "l  '",  "  ""'"  "• '"  "■"'  ^f 

rr   '■  u  "'""'"'y  ™"'  '••■«'  ''«•«"  very  kin.l 

tact  ri  i"-  "■'  7"""'^  »""''«  "'"•'•-vd  "Poe- 
tacles  had  discerned  nnmistakable  si,r„,  i/,I 
eye.  and  lip,  of  her  neighbor 

I  hope  ,t„  only  her  body.  She  should  n't  ,;„« 
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»i  Hi.  m.  .Ion,    .S|„  look,  „  if  ,h,  .,1  d..,„  i, 
for  l,„„r.  |,.t  ,„u|„,  „„,  „„,  ,  °  "• 

"•B.  ly  «„  ,h,  y„.,„^  ,„„„„  ,,,  « 

b«nt  upon  her  to  ri..|K,nd. 

^JMVhy  do  you   „,  „.„  „,  deceire.?"  .h, 

u  iJ!!;^''  "•'  "  '"!'  "'"  ^""'"o  ""i.  n.omi„„ 
.!  y  jT  '"  '  P°''-  ^'"'  f «>">  the  K«t  ? " 

"  M,'  »ZT"lr  ■■"■";" "'"'"'«"'  A""*  P'"»'-- 

■  7    '•       .     """"'"■''  -  M".  B<»t»icl.."  She 
1st"'"""'"'''  "'  '•""""•P'"'''"'  "•">  '"'•^ 

JlJ""r ' '"" " ^''"''*«-" P*"-""! M"  no»t- 

wick.  «inihnir,  "and  I 'm™;..»»       i 

It  •«  nil  I  Ml  »  I.    n     .  ?  *  1  *f '"  "'''  ?"•"■  ""me- 
lt H  all  1  II  „,!,,  Don  t  bp  afraid    I  „.„•. 
tiiif ;» '.  .  •  uf  airaia.  l  am  t  a  noaer : 

but  It  «  80  convenient  to  knovr  a  ,wr«)n'a  nam^ 
if  J0.1  "re  talking."  '  '  """• 

natant,  then  ahe  an.wered  with  tolerable  grace- 
_^  11. belong  to  the  grand  army  of  Smith. -Tm"! 

..hlZ  H'^'"''"^-  '^"'•'  '""   »"    '""t""'''   'harp 
glance,  then  continued.  ^ 

"  Ju.t  to  break  a  bad  promiae,"  ,he  .aid.  "  I  '11 
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•*ij  >«u  Muoiaer.   W«re  you  .ver  i«  Southern 

••  Nev«r." 

"Like  it?" 

Mm.  Smith  lifted  her  ihoulder.  slightly  "I 
.uppo.u  there  i.  on\y  uue  .u.wer  t«  that.  It  i. 
au  earthly  paradiiM^."  " 

Her  «tuut  companion',  countenance  altered 
-verely.  ^  It '.  a  fraud,"  .h.  cW-lared  distinct^ 

a  ecept.on  and  a  fraud.  There '.  one  wor^d 
ought  to  U  wntt-n  acro«.  the  whole  of  Southern 
Uhfornui,  at;d  that  word  in  Ilumhm,  ' " 

Mn..  Smith  looked  her  .urprine.    ' 

Ter! VZl  "•  /  ^''^'''  1-arding.hou.e  hack 

here  a  1  ttle  pn»e.   I  oug:ht  to  hoom  the  place  for 
^»e  good  o  the  houHe ;  but  it  keep,  full  Ly  way 
B  rnum  uned  to  nay  the  public  li4  to  be  foole^ 
and  there  never  wan  a  truer  word  npoken  ;  anc 
-  long  aa  they  do,  my  houne  always  wilbL  fu 
and  I  need  n't  worry  " 

Her  companio,,  received  the  look  with  a  men- 
t '  """"""•,"  ^"»'  '"y  J™^. » little  prattle  w«t^ 

theatre,     she  went  on  aloud.   "  Nothing  u  ,lv 
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gets  into  your  heart  aud  aoul  'cause  you  know 
It  all  ain't  so.  Well,  all  those  painted  palm  trees 
aud  mushii  roses  on- the  stage  ain't  one  bit  more 
imitation  than  those  you  see  here.   Yes,  ma'am 
every  sightly  thing  there  is  in  this  part  o'  the 
world  was  planted  here  by  the  hand  o'  man.  The 
soil  Mas  all  irritated,  or  irrigated,  or  whatever 
they  call  it,  so  's  to  make  it  unnatural,  and  then 
those  monstrosities  set  out  in  it.  Good  land,  what 
plants  I   Now  I  've  got  a  nice  rubber  plant  at 
home.  Why,  the  neighbors  come  in  to  see  it,  it 
does  so  well.  The  kind  they  have  here  would  flap 
over  the  eaves  of  my  house.  I  've  got  a  border 
o  daisies  in  my  garden.    A  daisy  is  a  modest 
flower;  it  s  noted  for  it.  Do  you  suppose  there's  a 
modest  daisy  in  California?    Well,  I  guess  not. 
lliey  re  on  a  level  with  your  eyes,  and  stare  at 
you  as  bold  as  brass.  My  httle  pots  of  red  gera- 
nium make  the  sittiu'-room  cheerful.  Here,  they 
chmb  light  out  o'  the  ground  up  to  the  bedrooms 
and  snoop  around  the  windows.  There,  we  carry 
a   palm-leaf  fan  to  church.    Here,  they  crackle 
away  up  m  the  air,  big  enough  for  a  giant  to  use. 
It  s  all  exaggerated  and  showy,  just  like  stage 
dom  s.  1  never  go  out  here  without  feeling  as  if 
1  was  play-acting.  There 's  more  reality,  and  more 
nature,  and  more  satisfaction,  in  one  North  Had- 
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dam  dandelion  than  there  is  in  all  the  overgrown 
rose  trees  "r  that  hotel  grounds." 

"  T    n  why  aro  ;ou  here  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Smith, 
the  bl  -)    yes  b  'j-   ining  to  look  amused. 

"  Bfecuuee  Mrs.  McDonald  said  she  'd   die  if 
she  did  n't  see  Prince's  Street  again,"  returned 
Mrs.  Bostwick  bluntly.  «  A  Scotch  woman  has 
had  this  house  for  years,  and  a  friend  of  mine 
was  out  here  and  learned  that  Mrs.  McDonald 
was  homesick  for  a  visit  to  Edinburgh,  and  the 
friend  thought  it  was  the  chance  of  my  lifetime 
to  see  this  part  o'  the  world  and  give  the  children 
the   opportunity.    Claude  was  just  out  o'  Tech 
and  kind  o'  peaked,  —I  think  they  do  everythincr 
there  to  kill  a  boy  that  they  can,  and  when  one 
survives,  there  naturally  ain't  anything  in  the 
world  that  can  daunt  him.  He  wanted  to  go  right 
to  work ;  but  I  said,  '  No.  Come  out  to  Califor- 
nia, and  I  guess  we  can  make  enough  in  that 
boardmg-house  to  pay  expenses.'  I  never  did  such 
a  thing  in  my  life  before,  but  I  've  a  knack  for 
cooking,  and  T  thought  I  would  n't  be  doing  my 
duty  by  che  children  if  I  refused."  She  paused, 
and  seemed  to  challenge  her  neighbor  to  express 
an  opinion. 

"How  long  have  you  been  here?"  inquired 
Mrs.  Smith.  ^ 
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"  It 's  going  on  a  year." 
"  The  winter  was  beautiful,  no  doubt." 
",?^~^  suppose  8o,"  depreciatingly.  "Win- 
ter!"   Mrs.   Bostwick    repeated   the  word  with 
scorn.  "I  tell  you  it's  upsetting  to  my  brains 
not  to  be  able  to  remember  whether  a  thing  hap- 
pened  in   February  or  in  August   because  the 
weather's  just  alike  both  months.  You  just  let 
me  get  back  to  iNorth  Haddam  in  January.  I  'm 
going  to  build  a  snow-man  in  the  front  yard  with 
my  own  hands!  " 

Mrs.   Smith   smiled.    "I  hope  your  children 
enjoy  California  more  than  you  do." 

Mrs.  Bostwick  noted  the  smile  with  satisfaction. 
"They  ain't  my  children,  they  ain't  really  much 
relation,  thou^li  they  couldn't  be  any  better  to 
me,  nor  any  dearer,  if  they  were.  Their  mother 
was  a  sort  of  distant  cousin  o'  mine.  She  didn't 
have  any  near  folks,  and  she  grieved  herself  to 
death  when  she  lost  her  husband  "  —  The  speaker 
interrupted  herself,  for  she  saw  her  neighbor 
wince.  «  Poor  heart,  dear  heart,  is  that  it ! "  she 
ejaculated  mentally;  and  from  mere  surprise 
and  embarrassment  her  fluent  tongue  grew  more 
voluble  than  before,  while  she  averted  her  face. 
"  She  just  begged  of  me  to  take  her  children. 
She  was  one  o'  these  people  that  about  worships 
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education,  and  ube  begged  me  not  to  stint  on 
that,  but  to  use  what  little  money  she  left  to 
prepare  the  children  for  life's  battle.    I  've  fol- 
lowed her  orders  strictly,  and  have  got  both  of 
'em  out  alive,  somewhat  damaged,  but  still  in 
the  ring,  as  the  saying  is.  Of  course  I  scarcely 
kept  acquainted  with  'em  after  they  were  twelve 
and  fourteen,  what  with  prepara^ory  schools  and 
college  and  all  that  business,  but  the  last  year 
I  've  taken  lots  o'  comfort.  1  '11  say  one  good 
word  for  California,  it 's  given  Claude  just  the 
rest  he  needed,  and  it 's  been  good  for  Sibyl, 
too ;  though  she  's  got  some  queer  ideas  about 
folks  being  able  to  keep  well  anywhere  if  they 
only  know  how  to  think  that  way.  Mrs.  Eaynor 
was   one  o'   these   poetical   visionary  folks   by 
nature.  I  think  a  body  can  see  it  by  the  names 
she  gave  the  children.  I  never  could  abide  the 
name  of  Claude  anyway.  It  never  meant  anything 
but  c-1-a-w-e-d  to  me,  and  this  boy  is  one  o'  those 
alert,  up-and-coming  fellows  who  'd  have  made  a 
first-rate  '  Henry '  or  *  James.'  Mr.  Raynor  was 
a  real  practical,  substantial  man,  and  Claude  has 
his  traits.   Sibyl,"  Mrs.  Bostwick  gave  an  amused 
and  indulgent  smile  —  "  I  ain't  so  sure  that  Sibyl 
was  misnamed.  You  can't  think  of  her  as  Jane 
or  Martha,  somehow.  There  are  folks,  you  know, 

21 


The  Leaven  of  Lore 


m 


tha    nght  fr„„,  the  start  seem  to  belou>f  to  the 
poetry  of  l.iV  i.^tead  o'  the  prose;  audi  dol' 
always  .ueau  that  they  're  trifling,  ei  her.  There 's 

S  Tl":  '""r""  ''''■'>■  ^"'"^  their  otal 
"«'"'  "  "'•"^  ""d  g'-een  and  airy  as  they  are 
among  the  soher-sided  old  oaks  and  piner  And 

'ate  hre  just  as  warmn.g  and  cheery  as  a.iv  other 
wood   .f  .,„t  better,  yet  it  '11  leave  only  a^  „„ 

1  andtul.   I  don  t  calculate  to  cremate  Sihvl  to 

that  she  wouldn't  fill  anywhere  near  such  a  Z 
urn  as  most  girls  of  her  heft."  ^ 

Mrs.  Bostwkk  laughed  comfortably  a.  d  her 
companion  smiled  faintly.  "^ 

"Ste   lias   a   remarkably   winning  face,"  re- 

uiued  the  latter  in  the  pause.    She  was It^t 

tamed  m  spite  of  herself.  '^ 

"That -sit.   That 's  what  Sibyl  is.   She'd  win 

a  polar  bear  right  on  his  own  ice.    The7e  leZ 

was  such  a  child.   She  seemed  to  catch  some  dea 

lat'sflTr;"  ',""  '"«'•  '"  "  g-"oPP 
^.at  s  stuck  to  her  always.    I  don't  know  as  Mrl 

Ka.yn«r  was  a  very  religious  woman,   wln  I 

first  began  to  hear  Sibyl  say  her  prayers    he 

seemed  like  any  young  one.   She  ne";  Ja^ued 
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nor  made  any  trouble.    Claude,  now,  he  liked  to 
have  the  last  word  about  everything.    I  remem- 
ber one   night  he   left  off  the   Amen.    ^  Amen, 
Claude/  said  I.     '  Yes,'  said    he,   '  and   women 
too.     As  I  say,  I  never  suspected  at  first  what 
was   before  me  with   Sibyl ;    but   very  soon    it 
began.    She  had  the  tenderest  little  heart  in  the 
world,  and  it  just  couldn't  bear  anybody's  un- 
happmess.    If  we  'd  see  even  a  lame  cat  in  the 
street,  she  'd  say,   '  God  will  make  it  come  all 
right,  won't  He,  Aunt  Phcebe?'    I  used  to  say 
Yes,  yes,  to  pacify  her ;  but  that  was  always  the 
first  thing  her  mind  would  turn  to,  if  anybody  or 
anything  had  anything  the  matter  with  'em.    I 
can  see  her  little  face  now  looking  up,  so  bright 
and  hopeful,  and  hear  her  say,  '  God  '11  make  it 
all  come  right,  won't  He?'  You  would  n't  beheve 
the  trouble  the  child  made  me  that  way.    1  used 
to  get  real  irritated  sometimes.    I  remember  one 
day  in  special.    A  neighbor 'd  come  in,  and  we 
were  talking  real  comfortable  about  there  being 
so  much  sickness  in  town,  and  how  stingy  Elder 
So-and-so  was  to  his  wife,  and  how  a"*  certain 
woman  who  'd  come  to  the  village  recently  had 
better  move  out  if  she  did  n't  want  to  get  into 
trouble.    I  never  noticed  Sibyl  playing  with  her 
paper  dolls  in  one  corner  until  after  my  friend 
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had  gone.  Then  up  came  that  child,  her  eyes  like 
saucers  and  not  a  twinkle  of  a  smile  anywhere. 
'  God  '11  make  it  all  come  right,  won't  He?'  she 
asked.  *  For  the  land's  siike,  what  ? '  said  I :   for 
the  last  thing  Mrs.  Jones  and  I  had  been  talking 
about  was  a  pattern  that  cost  thirty-five  cents  and 
would  n't  fit.  '  The  sick  people,  and  the  stingy 
man,  and  the  naughty  lady  ? '  said  she,  and  her 
eyes  went  right  through  me  and  I  felt  myself  get 
red  as  a  piny ;  though  what  fault  it  was  of  mine, 
I  could  n't  see.  I  'd  been  through  a  good  deal 
with  the  child  already,  and  lied  many  a  time  just 
'cause  I  could  n't  tell  the  truth  to  those  eyes  j 
and  I  was  put  out  with  her  to  think  she  'd  been' 
in  the  room  and  I  had  n't  known  it ;  so  I  thought 
it  was  time  she  heard  a  few  facts.  *  I  don't  know,' 
said  I,  *  whether  He  will  or  not,'  I  said.  '  Is  n't 
He  good? '  said  she.  '  Of  course  He  is,'  said  I. 
'  Can't  He  do  everything  He  wants  to  ?  '  said  she. 
'  Of  course,'  said  I,  *  but  — '  '  Would  He  want 
to  do  anything  that  was  n't  good? '  said  she;  and 
Sibyl  was  n't  ever  impudent.  She  'd  just  taken 
an  advantage  of  me  as  usual.  '  Doesn't  He  love 
that  naughty  lady? '  she  went  on.  '  Law,  yes,  I 
suppose  so,'  said  I.  '  Then  I  should  think  you 
and  Mrs.  Jones  would  want  to  ! '  I  never  forgot 
the  way  I  felt  when  that  young  one  said  that.  It 
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waH  always  the  same  ;  and  if  I  ever  held  oflF  and 
sort  of   hemmed  and  hawed  and  told  her   we 
could  n't  expect  to  know  everything,  she  'd  Hnish 
up,  'Well  there  in  God,  isn't  there?'    I  told 
her  I  guessed  there 'd  never  been  a  Bostwick 
that  didn't  know  that  much.    Then  she'd  say 
she  did  n't  see  how  anybody  could  stay  unhappy. 
She  got  me  so  I  never  dared  mention  that  there 
was  any  trouble  in  the  world.  It  was  a  relief  in 
a  way  when  she  went  off  to  school  and  I  did  n't 
have  to  hush  up  the  neighbors  when  they  wanted 
to  tell  me  something  interesting.    To  cap  the 
chmax,  this  last  year  at  college  she's  fallen  on 
some  kind  of  a  new  religion  that  seems  made  for 
her  way  of  thinking,  and  she 's  as  tickled  over  it 
as  if  she  'd  come  into  a  fortune.  She  was  laugh- 
ing the  other  day  over  the  trouble  she  used  to 
make  me  with  her  theology.  '  I  shan't  bother  you 
any  more,  Aunt   Phcebe,'  says  she,  '  for  now  I 
know  ! '  '  Oh,  of  course  v  ou  do,'  said  I,  '  and  so 
do  all  the  Theosophists  and  the  Buddhists  and 
the  Spiritualists  and  a  hundred  other  sorts  o' 
thinkers ;  and  there 's  one  thing  /  know,  too, 
and  that  is  that  I  'm  glad  I  've  got  a  pew  in  the 
tongregationalist  church  that  my  grandmother 
sat  in  ;    and  then  I  went  on,  just  to  try  her,  and 
1  told  her  a  string  o'  bad  news  I  'd  just  had  in  a 
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letter  ahout  folks  we  know  at  home.  She  smiled 
at  me,  and  her  eyeH  looked  precisely  as  they  did 
ten  years  aj(o ;  hut  instead  of  askin^r  me  anything  , 
she  just  took  me  in  her  arms  and  sijueezed  me 
without  a  word.  I  had  to  laugh  afterward  to 
think  how  it  provoked  me.  I  used  to  be  irritated 
by  her  eternal  questions,  and  now  I  was  cross 
because  she  did  n't  ask  any." 

*J  If  she  is  happy,  don't  disturb  her,"  said  Mrs. 
Smith.  "  Happiness  is  priceless." 

"  That 's  «o,"  returned  Mrs.  Bostwick,  begin- 
ning to  stir  preparatory  to  rising.  "  Well,  you 
see  I  have  one  o'  those  tongues  that  are  hung  in 
the  middle.  I  said  to  Sibyl  the  other  day,  said  I, 
*  I  have  n't  any  use  for  a  woman  that  won't  talk,' 
and,  said  she, '  What  immense  self-respect  you 
must  have,  Aunt  PhcFbe! '  "  The  speaker  laughed 
comfortably.  "  She  sends  me  out,  this  time  in  the 
morning,  Sibyl  does ;  she  's  bound  I  shan't  stay 
mewed  up  in  the  house,  and  then  afternoons  it's 
her  turn." 

Mrs.  Smith  rose  as  her  companion  did  so. 
They  had  been  strangers  when  Mrs.  Bostwick 
found  her  this  morning,  and  she  wondered  if 
every  chance  acquaintance  were  thus  expansively 
welcomed  into  the  family  by  this  hearty  woman. 
In  Mrs.  Bostwick's  look  there  glowed  a  com- 
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fortable  friendly  warmth  uh  she  wiid  good-by. 
"  Poor   girl !  "    she   thought,  meeting  the   blue 
eye».  "  Poor  little  woman  !   T  ain't  any  uge  to 
tell  her  now  that  she  '11  get  over  it ;  but  slie  will 
Hhe  will." 
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CHAPTER  III 

"  NORA    CRKINA  " 

Mkh.  Bohtwic'k  movtJ  leisurely  across  the  gras. 
«"|U   to  the  Hr8t  avenue  facing  the  sea,  alonir 
whose  ength  rose  winter  homes  set  in  spacious 
grounds  hlled   with  a    variety   of  semi-tropical 
vegetation.     A   fine    automobile,    whizzing    by, 
Btoyed  l,er  a  moment.   When  the  road  was  clear 
she  moved  on   with  a  grimace.    "  Pugh  '  "  she 
ejaculated.  "  One  thing  can  be  said  of  the  rich, 
these  days.  'H.ere  's  no  odor  of  s^inctity  about 
em.     fehe  walked  a  block  inland,  and  turned  in 
at  the  gate  of  a  white  frame  house  set  on  the 
corner  of  the  street.  It  had  a  pleasant  yard,  ana 
a  pord,  furnished  with  hammock  and  chairs.   She 
j.a8sed  through  the  open  door  and  entered  the 
living  rooni,  which  Sibyl  was  putting  to  rights. 
^^  I  kind  of  suspect  I'm  late,"  she  remarked. 
If  we  were  in  Massachusetts,  you  might  be 
considered  so,"  returned  the  girl,  "  but  in  the 
bright  lexicon  of  Southern  California  there  's  no 
such  word. 

Sibyl  did  not  pause  in  her  dusting  of  the  tune- 
less piano,  whose  keys,  jf  molested  by  a  daring 
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hand,  instantly  meted  out  a  punishment  w.irthy 
of  a  far  worie  crinii..  ••  You  found  the  shore  at- 
tractive  thin  morninjr,  I  j,„jjj,.,  •  «|„,  continued, 
touchinj^  the  ivories  K»««erly  with  her  .heese- 
cloth,  mindful  of  the  proverb,  -Let  sleeping 
d<jgs  lie." 

Well,  more  ho  than  common,  I  admit.  I 
picked  up  an  ac(|uaintance.  Are  the  veiretahles 
all  washed?" 

"  Insulting  (juestion,  Madam  !  Go  out  in  the 
kitchen  and  find  everythinjr  reaily  to  your  hand." 

"All  ri^ht."  Mrs.  Hostwick  removed  her  bon- 
net and  hunjr  it  i„  the  hallway.  "  Three  guesses 
who  I  've  been  talking  to." 

Sibyl  smiled.  "Claude's  new  boss?"  she  ven- 
tured. 

The  older  woman  reappeared  at  the  door  of  the 
hvmg-room  with  astonishing  celerity.  "Do  you 
tell  me  tha^  Claude  has  taken  that  position  ?  " 
"  Yes,  he  has  secured  it,  much  to  his  joy." 
Mrs.  Bostwick   looked   doubtful.  "But*  is  n't 
a  — a  chiffonier  a  kind  of  a  servant  ?" 

"Chiuffeur,  Aunt  Phoibe.  You'll  really  have 
to  say  '  chauffeur '  now  that  we  have  one  in  the 
family.  Claude  won't  care  whether  he  's  a  servant 
or  not,  so  long  as  he  can  drive  a  machine.  He  's 
so  strong  and  well  now  that  he  would  leave  us, 
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I  m  miri*,  if  it  wm.  i,'t  for  thin  j«l,.    I  'm  de- 
liffhtecl  that  he  Hah  it." 

"  Wfll,  |w.rlmi.H  it  \  all  for  tli..  twHt/'  rftiirnwl 
Mn.   Hottwick.  ••  I  .loirt  know,  thou^rh.  hut  ha 
might  AM  vvitll  ^r„  K-iHt  AS  to  \w  alwAv«  in  mv\x 
ft  condition  that  w,.  have  to  w.^nr  i  lotiifKoinH  on 
our  iioHeH  to  talk  to  him.    Ihnv  Kwi^'  \h  it  for'>" 
"H«  iloenn't    know.    Until  Mr.   ArniitAffp'* 
thaiiffeur  ran  come  back  to  him,  I  «uppoHo.   I  'm 
)mi  m  proud  of  thi*  boy  as  I  ran  hv,  t..  think  he 
learned  the  hunineHH  and  panned  his  examination 
and  all  without  letting  uh  know  anything  about  it. 
It  wa«  Hueh  a  bright  thought  to  put  in  bin  time 
that  way  v/hde  he  is  waiting  to  begin  the  business 
of  life.  Some  fellows  go  to  Kurope.   He'll  motor 
in  Soutijern  California.  Sounds  nice, does  n't  it?" 
*'  Yes.   Nicer  than    it  smells,"   returned   Mrs 
Bostwick.  "  You  have  n't  guessed  who  I  talked 
to     she  continued,  moving  out  to  the  kitchen, 
followed  by  Sibyl. 

"  One  of  the  Congregational  churcii  ladies,  I 
suppose,"  returned  the  other.  "  I  'm  ashamed, 
but  I  don't  yet  know  which  is  which." 

"No,  ma'am,"  returned  the  good  lady,  and 
Hhe  gave  Sibyl  s.ich  a  significant  gleam  of  her 
spectacles  as  she  threw  open  the  door  of  the 
range  that  the  girl  had  a  sudden  idea. 
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Not  —  not  Nora  1  Jroina  ?  "  nho  exrlaimiHl,  with 
int<»rf»)*t. 

••  Tli«  mmv.    rWn  talking  with  hrr  th«.  I««t 
hour. 

•*  How  ih'il  it  happoM?" 
♦'  FoiiihI  h»»r  Hitting  on  tho  hhiff." 
'•  Watchin,^  tho  poliean,  I  Hupp„M„.   DitI  n't  nho 
lan«:h  at  thiMii  ?  " 

Mrs  BoHtwirk  ^rave  an  inartic.Iato  nnirmur  an 
nho  tM..I  on  an  apron.  -  It  wouM  tako  n.oro  than 
a  |>phrarrH  hijr  „oho  to  nmki'  hor  laiij^h." 

"Oh,  r.Mlly,  is  Mhp  go  H..riouH?  What  in  «hc 
hke? 

'•  Whi."  Mrn.  Hostxvick  wont  vijrnronslv  ahont 
ffettin^r  thi.  <hnner  as  sh..  talkod.  ••  You  'vo  soen 
a  nice  still'  trim  nhirt-waist  that's  heen  caudit 
and  kopt  in  a  fog  till  it's  Hahhv'^" 

"  Yen."  ^  ' 

"She'8  like  that.  IM  he  willing  to  hot  with- 
"ut  knowmg  that  that  ycuing  rreature  had  ntaroh 
ami  lmokh.,ne  once,  more  than  the  common  run 
o  girls;  hut  something  has  turned  her  into  a 
woman  made  o'  putty.  I  thought  first  it  was  ill 
health  cause  she 's  so  pale ;  hut  I  think  now 
she  s  lost  her  hushand  and  it 's  recent." 

"  So  she  is  married,"  said  Sihyl,  surprised. 
M  h  m.    Mrs.  Smith.   Hard  to  come  down 
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from  Nora  Creina  to  Mrs.  Smith,  but  such  is 
life. 

"  What  did  she  tell  you  ?  What  did  she  say  ?  " 
"  Why  —  come  to  think,  nothing." 
"  I  thought  you  said  you  talked  with  her  an 
hour." 

Mrs.  Bostwick  tossed  her  head.  "You  may 
laugh  and  twinkle  as  much  as  you  please.  I  did 
give  her  lots  o'  chances  to  get  in  a  word  edge- 
ways ;  but  apparently  she  did  n't  have  any  desire 
to.  I  knew  it  was  the  bes.  hing  could  happan  to 
her  for  somebody  to  interfere  with  her  thoughts 
—  just  plain  butt  in  and  meddle,  as  Claude  would 
say.  She  needed  stirring  up ;  any  sort  was  better 
than  none." 

"I  see.  You  gave  her  a  mental  massage.  How 
did  she  take  it?" 

"She  rather  liked  it,  I  think.  She  smiled  once 
or  twice,  one  o'  these  moonbeam  smiles." 

"  I  know  you  did  her  good.  Perhaps  you  '11 
see  her  again  ;  perhaps  I  shall.  She  never  seems 
to  have  any  one  to  talk  to." 

"  Well,  I  was  glad  to  do  for  her  that  once ; 
but  I  would  n't  ever  go  to  her  again.  Her  clothes 
and  hands  and  hair  and  everything  about  her  show 
she  's  one  o'  the  fashionable  world ;  and  living 
at  the  hotel,  she  must  be  rich.    Maybe  she'd 
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rather  be  alone,  and  after  letting  her  know  we  're 
frienclly,  ,t  's  best  to  let  her  choose  in  case  we 
should  ever  meet  lier  again." 

bibyl  hopefully,  as  she  cut  the  bread. 

"Yes,  you  'd  do  that  whether  you  meant  to  or 
not,  returned  the  other ;  «  but  I  told  her  we  kept 
a  boarding-house,  so  in  all  probability  your  smie 
will  be  wasted. 

Meanwhile,  Violet  Smith,  left  alone  on   the 
grassy  bluff,  reverted  to  her  occupation  of  watch- 
mg  the  wildfowl   disporting  themselves  in  and 
over  the  southern  sea.  With  the  cheery  voic^  of 
her  new  acquaintance  still  in  her  ears,  it  was  easier 
o  smile  at  the  antics  of  the  ducks,  which  watched 
he  approach  of  a  great  billow,  and  as  it  towered 
to  Its  fall  took  a  header  straight  through  it ;  their 
little  pink  feet  twinkling  swiftly  in  the  air  for  a 
moment  ere  they  were  engulfed,  only  to  reappear 
the  next  instant  riding  airily  upon  the  sea  while 
the  rushing  wave  broke  upon  the  shore.  A  hun- 
dred  times  Violet  idly  watched  this  mancBuvre; 
wa  ched,  too,  the  absurd  pelican,  their  inadequate 
ittle  bodies  following  their  burdensome  beaks 
through  the  air,  their  serious  demeanor  appearing 
to  rebidce  the  frivolity  of  the  rollicking  ducks. 
How  like  people,"  thought  the  watcher.  "  It 
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8  so  hard  for  the  burdened  ever  to  underxtand 
the  joy  of  the  free."  She  was  thinking  of  Sibyl 
Raynor.  She  recalled  the  face  that  even  in  her 
bnef  v.ew  of  ,t  had  impressed  her  like  sunshine : 
but  a  blank  book  is  full  of  possibilities.  "She 
happens  to  have  been  born  optimistic,  and  nothing 
has  occurred  yet  to  shake  her  faith,"  reflected 
Violet.  She  rose  suddenly  with  the  restlessness 
^at  arose  w.thjn  her.  "  Wait  until  she  loves ! 
Wait  until  she  loses!"  she  thought;  and  began 
to  move  along  the  bluff  toward  the  hotel.   She 
had  proceeded  but  a  fev  rods  when  hurried  steps 

KouTder'"''^-''''-'^--'"-^-'''"''-' 
"  Is  this  your  book  ?  " 

at  ^^trl?^!!."''^  '"  ^''  ^^'"  ^'  '^^  ^"^'^^^i^  "melted 
at  8  ght  of  the  person  addressing  her.    He  was  a 

youth  of  twenty  or  thereabouts,  and  his  boyish 

eyes  met  hers  at  first  impersonally;  but  his  color 

rose  as  she  regarded  him  questioningly 

"  I  noticed  you  left  this  on  the  seat,"  he  said, 
lifting  his  cap,  «  80  I  ran  after  you  " 

"That  was  very  kind,"  she  returned,  accepting 
the  volume.    "Thank  you."  ^ 

He  nodded  and  strode  o£P  quickly,  and  she 
pausing,  looked  after  him.  ' 

"  That  boy  looks  like  somebody,"  she  thought 
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Wl,,,,t,'   Her  brow,  drew  together.    "It 
murt  ,.e!    she  murmured,  considering  the  coinoi- 

was  C-l-a-w*d.  I  wonder,  if  I  waited  here  Ions 
enough,  .f  I  should  see  the  whole  family."  Mrs 
Smiths  sombre  eyes  grew  wistful  as  she  moved 
on.  That  g,rl  who  believes  that  God  will  make 
everything  come  right!  It  is  easy  for  the  blank 
book  to  be  optimistic,  to  believe  that  all  joyous 
things  may  be  written  in  its  pages  " 

The  hands  of  the  clock  had  moved  around  to 
lunch  time  when  she  entered  the  hotel,  and  she 
sought  a  table  in  the  corner  of  the  dining-room 
As  the  guests  straggled  in,  she  felicitated  her^ 
self  again  that  in  the  few  days  since  she  came" 
not  on  ,  tamihar  face  had  troubled  her  vision. 

1  here  was  so  much  in  memory  against  which 
she  mus  guard  her  thought  that  shf  encourag  d 
the  mental  picture  of  the  comfortable  amatf^r 
boarding-house  keeper,  whose  expansiveness  had 
been  surprising  but  not  disagreeable. 

"I  must  look  out  for  her  in  future,  though  " 
reflected  M^.  Smith.  "  That  sort  of  p  rson  foo„ 
becomes  a  hopeless  bore.  I  must  find  another 
haunt  on  the  bluff,  further  away.  As  for  the 
young  girl :  the  poor  little  innocent,  one  can 
scarcely  believe  she  has  come  through  cllb;: 
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and  kept  that  baby  trustfulness  in  her  eyes.  I 
could  not  endure  her  optimism.** 

That  afternoon,  while  luxurious  Regina  Beach- 
ites  slept,  Violet  Smith  went  through  the  motions 
of  taking  a  nap ;  but  after  staring  at  her  low 
ceiling  until  four  o'clock,  she  dressed  and,  de- 
scending the  stairs,  strolled  out  of  the  hotel 
across  the  broad  piazza  and  wide  lawn  toward 
the  long,  spacious  pier.  Everything  at  Regina  is 
on  a  grand  scale  to  match  the  illimitable  sweep 
of  ocean.  The  heads  of  numerous  bathers  ap- 
pearing above  the  wave  attracted  her  attention, 
and  she  sauntered  down  the  pier  toward  the 
bath-houses  and  seated  herself  on  the  warm  sand 
to  watch  the  mermaids  and  men. 

Many  a  gay  hour  in  the  past  had  she  spent 
thus;  but  looking  back  to  them,  that  frolicsome 
girl  of  the  memory  picture  seemed  to  bear  no 
relationship  to  the  woman  sitting  on  the  sands 
to-day,  looking  upon  the  gayety  with  alien  eyes. 

One  of  the  bathers,  coming  near  the  shore 
with  bis  disporting  partner,  discovered  her. 

"Say,  Sibyl,  look!"  he  exclaimed  eagerly. 
"  There's  the  peach  I  told  you  about." 

"It  is,"  returned  his  sister  breathlessly,  but 
with  satisfaction.  "I  suspected  it  was.  That's 
my  Nora  Creina.   Alone.  Always  alone." 
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Mrs.  Smith  noted  the  especial  dexterity  of  this 
couple  with  appreciation,  but  without  recogni- 
tion. Gradually  she  ceased  to  regard  the  other 
swimmers,  and  kept  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the  grace- 
ful pair  until  the  girl  waded  back  to  the  sand  and 
stood  wringing  the  water  from  her  short  skirt. 

"Ask  her,  Sibyl.  Go  ahead,"  urged  the  boy. 
"  Perhaps  she  'd  like  to  come  in." 

The  girl  came  across  the  beach,  and  Mrs.  Smith 
watched  her  approach  with  some  regret  that  the 
pretty  show  was  over. 

To  her  surprise  the  bather  paused  befo:  j  her 
with  a  greeting.  Her  heart  started  in  trepidation. 
Recognition,  anything  that  threatened  her  soli- 
tude, she  dreaded ;  but  a  second  look  at  the  smil- 
ing face  under  the  oil-skin  cap  relieved  her  fear. 
"Don't  you  care  for  bathing?"  asked  Sibyl. 
She  spoke  rather  timidly,  for  the  unmistakable 
hauteur  that  gathered  on  the  fair  face  at  her 
greeting  was  chilling. 

"  Oh  !  "  Mrs.  Smith's  expreb.  m  changed.  "  I 
did  not  recognize  you  at  first.  It  is  Miss  Raynor." 
The  name  came  so  trippingly  from  her  tongue 
that  she  knew  she  must  often  have  repeated  it  to 
herself  since  the  morning.  "I  used  to  like  swim- 
miner  very  much." 
"  If  you  would  care  to  come  in,  I  '11  wait  for 
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you,"  8ttid  Sibyl  kindly.  "  My  brother  is  out  there 
to  take  care  of  you." 

The  sweet  irieiiUliuess  iu  her  toue  was  irre- 
sistible. 

"  Thank  you,  but  1  did  n't  bring  any  bathing- 
suit,"  was  the  hasty  resjionse,  while  the  sore  heart 
marveled;  for  in  her  grief  it  seemed  to  her  that 
her  very  outside  must  signify  that  no  playground 
had  a  place  for  her. 

Sibyl  understood,  but  she  kept  her  ground  a 
little  longer.  "  The  water  is  so  agreeable  here," 
she  said  ;  and  some  impulse  made  her  sink  down, 
wet  and  glistening,  on  the  sand  beside  the  un- 
smiling woman.  «  Mrs.  Bostwick  told  me  she 
talked  with  you  this  morning." 

"  Yes,"  returned  the  stranger,  with  no  change 
in  her  formal  manner. 

"  And  then  my  brother  found  you  and  gave 
you  your  book,"  pursued  Sibyl. 

"Was  that  your  brother?  It  was  very  kind 
of  him  to  go  out  of  his  way." 

"  How  sad  she  is !  How  sad ! "  thought  the  girl, 
yearning  over  the  cold  face.  "He  is  having  a  last 
play-day,"  she  went  on;  "  to-morrow  he  takes  a 
position." 

"Indeed?"  A  pause.  Mrs.  Smith  met  her  com- 
paiiioii's  disarming  smile. 
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"  And  now  JH  n't  it  8tran|,e  that  I  Hhould  meet 
you  this  afternoon  ?  ••  continued  Sibyl.  "Our 
whole  family  in  one  day." 

Claude  had  splashed  out  upon  the  beach  and 
was   approaching.  The  girl    watched  her   com- 
panion closely,  ready  to  take  the  cue  if  she  turned 
a  friendly  eye  toward  the  young  man.   Under  the 
circumstances,  she  might  have  shown  willingness 
to  recognize  the  boy's  existence  ;  but  the  manner 
in  which  she  averted  her  blue  gaze  was  significant. 
How  was  she  to  chatter  with  young  people ! 
What  had  a  book  of  life  loaded  with  the  record 
of  sorrow,  disappointment,  humiliation,  and  de- 
feat, to  say  to  the  fair,  unspotted  pages  of  blank 
books  like  these ! 

Sibyl  rose.    "  I  'm  sorry  you  don't  feel   like 
taking  a  dip,"  she  said  pleasantly. 

Mrs.  Smith's  impassive  gaze  lifted  to  hers.  A 
feeling  akin  to  anger  mingled  with  her  impatience 
of  the  girlish  face.  "  God  will  make  everythinff 
come  right?"  "  There /.s  God,  isn't  there?"  She 
knew  now  that  she  had  been  repeating  these 
childish  questions  ever  since  Mrs.  Bostwick  voiced 
them.  Imbecile  optimism !  As  she  looked  up  at 
Sibyl  now,  it  was  with  an  almost  savage  curiosity 
to  know  how  that  face  would  look  after  the  blank 
book  began  to  bear  the  inexorable  records  of  life. 

39 


The  Leaven  of  Love 


Something  in  the  sapphire  eyes  made  the  girl's 
heart  beat  faster. 

"  Beauty  lies  in  many  ejM, 
But  luva  iu  yourt,  my  Nor»  Crein*  f " 

So  ran  the  song,  but  Sibyl  shivered  slightly 
m  her  wet  garb,  for  the  opposite  of  love  seemed 
gleaming  up  at  her  from  those  dark  orbs. 

"  Nothing  doing,  eh  ?"  asked  Claude,  as  his 
sister  joined  him  and  they  trudged  across  the 
sand  to  the  bath-house. 

"Oh,  such  a  lot  doing,  I'm  afraid,"  returned 
Sibyl.  "  I  'm  sure  she 's  wretched." 

"  I  'd  like  to  punch  somebody,  then,"  said  the 
boy. 

"  I  don't  believe  you  can.  Aunt  Phcebe  thinks 
it  is  her  husband." 
"  Punch  him,  then." 
"  No,  no  —  thinks  that  he  is  dead." 
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CHAPTER  IV 

A    FLITTIN(J 

That  evening  Violet  Smith  walked  again  amid 
the  deserted  beauty  in  the  court  of  the  great 
hotel.  The  star-jewels  ghone  brilliant  against  the 
velvet  of  the  sky,  the  fountain  tinkled  gently  in 
such  stillness  that  each  drop  was  heard  in  its 
musical  fall.  Infinitely  soothing  Violet  found  it, 
wandering  through  the  dusky  paths  ;  and  she' 
thought  of  the  unseen  singer  of  last  night,  whose 
mysterious  melody  had  been  too  much  for  her 
over-wrought  soul. 

Scarcely  had  the  wonder  passed  through  her 
mmd  as  to  whether  the  patio  were  its  regular 
haunt  than  a  trill  again  pealed  forth  from  the 
deep  recess  of  an  umbrageous  palm. 

She  sank  on  a  flight  of  stone  steps  near  the 
tree  to  listen ;  and  in  the  midst  of  a  wild,  sweet 
crescendo,  a  man's  impatient  voice  broke  harshly 
upon  the  peace  of  the  night. 

"I'd  forgotten  those  confounded  mocking- 
birds ! "  it  ejaculated. 

Violet  turned,  and  saw  shadowy  figures  on 
the  balcony  above  her. 
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**  Well,  I  told  you  there  would  be  Homething," 
reiiponded   a  wonian'ii  voice  impatiently.    *•  We 
might  just  ON  well  have  stayed  in  th«  front  suite." 
"  And  I  tell  yon  that  constant  roar  of  the  surf 
gets  on  my  nervoM,"  retorted  th.-  man.  -  I  came 
here  to  sleep.    Talk  about  Nature  abhorring  a 
vacuum !  She  abhors  silence  a  great  deal  worse. 
I  ve  found  only  one  quiet  hot«.|  in  my  whole 
experience,  and  that  was  at  the  Rhone  Glacier. 
1  don't  know  why  I  ever  left  it." 

"Oh,  daddy, simply  because  you  knew  I  could  n't 
sit  under  a  blue  ice  arch  all  my  life,"  laughed 
the  girl.  -  Now  about  this  gallery.  I  told  you  it 
was  a  cr^he  all  day,  and  if  the  court  is  a  lively 
aviary  all  night,  there  's  no  use  in  sacrificing  those 
decent  rooms  we  had,  and  I  'm  going  back  to  the 
office  this  minute  before  some  one  else  snaps 
them  up."  ^ 

"  No,  you  're  not.  I  'II  kill  that  bird,  and  we  'II 
stay  here." 

^^  "  Kill  the  bird  !  "  The  girl  gave  a  short  laugh. 
"That  would  be  like  anarchists  trying  to  kill  the 
king.  As  if  there  was  n't  always  a  king !  And 
there  's  always  a  bird  ;  and  I  remember  you  used 
to  say  they  sang  at  any  hour." 

"  Yes.  I  only  wish  I  needed  as  little  sleep  as 
they  do,"  growled  the  man. 
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"  You  trust  nil.,  daihly,"  ctmxingly ;  ♦•  I  '||  Hiid 
a  good  place  further  away  from  the  wavet.  I  hate 
it  over  here." 

Still  arguing,  the  rouple  vanished  into  the 
house,  and  Violet  sat,  every  muscle  rigid,  gazing 
out  into  the  dusk  with  haunted  eyes. 

The  Armitages  —  father  and  daughter.  Was 
there  no  place  on  earth  for  them  to  chcase  at  this 
crucial  time  hut  her  retreat  ?  Belle  Armitage  ! 
How  overwhelming  were  the  assofriations  evoked 
by  the  tones  of  her  voice.  The  woman  on  the 
steps  sat  with  white  face  and  dark  eyes,  staring 
out  into  the  garden.  The  pulsing  music  still  rolled 
amid  the  palms,  but  the  night  had  been  robbed 
of  its  melody  —  its  peace. 

Huge  as  was  the  famous  caravansary,  it  was 
still  not  large  enough  to  shelter  herself  and  her 
heart's  enemy.  What  should  she  do  until  daylight 
released  her?  Lie  on  one  of  these  seats?  Some 
watchman  would  find  her  and  question.  She  held 
her  temples  between  her  hands  and  tried  to  quiet 
the  rolling  waves  of  memory,  always  threatening, 
and  of  late  held  in  check  in  this  welcome  solitude. 
A  woman's  voice  had   broken  down  the  slender 
defenses,  and  now  the  waters  rolled  over  her  head. 
Alone,  wretched,  she  sobbed  without  tears  in 
the  deserted  garden.  Thousands  of  miles  divided 
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her  from  thow  whol«v«d  her.  She  had  Hed  from 
thfir  futil«  attempt.  H.  conH«>le ;  l„,t  at  thi.  tor- 
tunnif  moment,  what  infinite  relief  it  would  be 
to  feel  a  human  tou.l,  of  kindnen^  ;  a  tumprehend- 
"»g,  silent  companionHhipHuch  ai  ihe  had  known 
and,  111  her  aj^ony,  npurned. 

Ai.  if  the  image  were  waitinjf  the  opportunity 
to  chiim  her  ret„«:„itic,„,  it  1,«,h,<1  in  among  those 
HuHung  struggling  nliden,  in  the  magic  lantern 
of  her  thought,  and  for  u  moment  reigned  .u- 
preme.    The  rugged,  atroi.gly   built  frame,  the 
*«|uare-jawed  fate  ;  the  eyen  non-committal  for  all 
the  world  except  herself.   \\  hat  a  yearning  light 
she  had  last  Heen  in  them  !  A  love  and  longing 
almogt  equal  to  her  own.  A  ,«»in  that  had  reflected 
her  own    Good  old  Lester!    If  he  were  but  here 
o-night !  What  rest  to  lose  he.  bauds  in  hi.;  to 
let  her  mi^ry  be  enveloped  in  his  care.  She  had 
refrained  from  making  selfish  use  of  that  great 
^ve.  To-night  she  would  not.    That  was  love 
Ihere  was  occasionally  something  besides  selfish- 
ness  in  this  cruel,  crushing  world  ! 

Some  vague  association  stirred  in  her  tumultu- 
ous brain.  Where  lately  had  yearning  love  again 
cast  Its  beams  upon  her?  Ah,  suddenly  she  knew 
It  was  that  young  girl ;  that  foolish,  fatuous  child.' 
for  whom  It  wns  enough  to  know  that  there  was 
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a  God  !  What  different©  whether  tfu.d  were  or 
not,  Mince  He  let  hiit  children  .|uiver  wifh  anj^iiiiih 
and  -jfuMed  to  let  tlum  die  .)f  their  «»rr<.w?  IJm 
Sibyl'd  face  had  de|.o8e«l  the  nm»culiiie  one  upon 
memory'i.  Hcreitn.  It  hn.lced  upon  her  now  l«  >^ 
inffly.iind  nhe  dully  wondered  why,  an  Hhe  looked 
back,  rorking  to  and  fro  unconnciouHly  in  the 
dark,  whde  the  hird'H  song  soared  heavenward 
beneath  the  starii. 

Then,  like  a  ntar  that  struggles  through  oh- 
scuring  vapors,  an  idea  began  to  shine  faintly 
through  the  un.piiet  ilouda  that  thickene<l  and 
changed  in  her  ment/U  Hrmament.  A  hint,  a  sug- 
gestion,  a  possibility  —  almost  it  8eeme<l  an  invi- 
tation  from  Sibyl's  innocent  eyes  beckoned  her. 
It  grew  upon  her  thought.  At  first  overclouded 
and  rebuffed,  the  little  star  of  ho|>e  struggled 
again  sufficiently  into  sight  to  claim  attention,  and 
the  sufferer  in  the  shadows  looked  up. 

"Why  not,  for  one  night!"  she  thought. 
"  There  is  a  possibility  that  they  could  take  me, 
and  I  cannot  stay  here." 

With  sudden  haste  she  arose.  The  gauntlet  of 
the  brilliant  hotel  must  be  run,  but  in  these  days 
of  fashionably  veiled  women,  it  would  not  attract 
attention  if  she  drew  the  chiffon  scarf  across  her 
hair,  half  concealing  her  face.  Rising,  she  entered 
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the  house  and  moved  quickly  up  the  corridor  and 
across  to  the  great  doorway. 

She  saw  a  gleam  of  red  locks  above  the  snowy 
shoulders  of  a  woman  talking  at  the  desk,  and 
her  sense  of  suffocation  was  relieved  by  reaching 
the  veranda.  She  ran  down  the  steps  and  across 
the  bluff  toward  the  seat  where  Mrs.  Bostwick 
liad  found  her  in  the  morning. 

Meinwhile  the  latter  lady  was  leisurely  pre- 
paring for  bed.  Her  hair  was  hanging  about  her 
ample  shoulders,  and  luxurious  yawns  were  ac 
companying  the  various  arrangements  which  were 
to  make  her  environment  a  suitable  resting-place 
for  one  who,  amid  the  enervating  allurements  of 
the  southern  night,  was  about  to  dream  of  North 
■Haddam. 

In  the  midst  of  a  yawn  of  appalling  propor- 

drrbell^  ""^^  ^"''^^'^  ^^  ^^^  ""^^"^  ^^  *^« 
"Who 's  that  at  this  time  o'  night  ?  "  she  mut- 
tered No  guest  of  the  house  would  ring  the 
bel  .  "  Heaven  send  it  is  n't  a  telegram  !  "  she 
exclaimed,  with  second  thought. 

The  good  lady  was  too  thrifty  to  occupy  a 
front  room  herself,  but  she  knew  the  hall  bed- 
room  was  out  this  evening,  and  throwing  on  a 
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wrapper  while  the  hell  pealed  a  second  time,  she 
hastened  thither  and  put  her  head  out  of  the 
window. 

"  Who  is  it  ?  "  she  called  anxiously.  «  Are  vou 
a  telegram?"  ^ 

"  No,"  came  a  low  voice  faintly.  ♦<  I'm  " 

A   long  hesitation,  then,  "  Is  that   Mrs.  Bost- 
wick  ?  " 

"  Yes."  The  hostess's  heart  beat  fast  at  the 
sound  of  the  nervous  tones.  Her  children  were 
both  out.  "  There  ain't  any  bad  news,  is  there  ?" 
she  fa'  ''red. 

"  r  — -  came  again  from  below.  «  Can  I  see 
you,  Mrs.  BoHtwick?" 

A  white-robed  woman's  figure  retreated  from 
the  veranda  until  she  came  into  sight  in  the  path, 
and  Mrs.  Bostwick,  seeing  the  solitary  unknown,' 
was  not  reassured. 

"  What  did  you  wish,  please  ?  "  she  demanded, 
with  a  sternness  born  of  increased  fear  that  this 
was  indeed  a  bearer  of  ill-tidings. 

"  I  wish  to  stay  here  to-night,"  replied  Violet 
unsteadily. 

The  hostess  stared.  A  hatless  woman  alone  at 
this  hour  and  asking  to  spend  the  night.  "  I  'm 
sorry,"  she  answered,  in  a  final  tone,  "but  my 
house  is  full.  The  hotel  is  near." 
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She  began  to  close  the  window.  «  Mrs.  Bost- 
wick!  The  voice  below  became  imperative.  "  I 
am  the  —  I  am  Mrs.  Smith,  to  whom  you  talked 
on  the  bluff  this  morning.  I  have  had  such 
trouble  to  find  you.  I  beg  that  you  will  come 
down  and  speak  to  me." 

Mrs.  Bostwick  stared  in  silence,  thought  of 
Sibyl,  then  said,  "  Wait  a  minute,"  and  disap- 
peared. * 

The  attractive  stranger  was  waiting  at  the 
door  when  she  opened  it,  and  instantly  stepped 
within,   her   blue    eyes   dark   with    excitement 
under  the  airy  chiffon  that  veiled  her  black  hair 
"  I  know  how  strange  this  seems,"  she  began 
swiftly,  «  but  some  people  whom  I  cannot  meet 
have  come  to  the  hotel.  I  remembered  that  you 
said  you  took  boarders,  and  on  the  spur  of  the 
moment  I  started  out  to  search  for  you.    I  was 
misdirected,  and  have  lost  half  an  hour." 

Mrs.  Bostwick  looked  as  she  felt  —  disapprov- 
ing as  well  as  astonished.  In  North  Haddam 
when  people  moved,  they  put  on  their  bonnets 
and  buttoned  their  gloves.  A  widow,  sad  and 
mourning,  as  she  had  found  this  young  woman 
beside  the  sea,  gave  a  very  different  impression 
from  the  excited  person  with  the  imperious  air 
who  confronted  her  now. 
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"  My  house  is  full,"  she  repeated  coldly.  «  You 
ought  not  to  be  running  around  alone  at  this 
hour.  The  children  will  be  home  very  soon.  I  '11 
have  Claude  take  you  back  to  the  hotel." 

Violet's  heart  beat  hard  with  the  fear  of  being 
thwarted.  She  realized  the  erratic  appearance  of 
her  action  and  forced  a  smile.  "  I  see  you  think 
my  behavior  a  part  of  the  unnaturalness  of  South- 
ern California  ;  but  if  we  were  in  New  England, 
I  should  have  done  the  same,  I  assure  you." 
Her  hostess  led  the  way  into  the  living-room. 
Have  a  seat  until  they  come,"  she  said;  but  the 
expansiveness  of  her  morning  manner  did  not 
return. 

The  proud  woman  confronting  her  was  con- 
scious of  her  suspicion  and  disapproval.  "  I  don't 
like  to  detain  you,"  she  replied.  "  You  were  re- 
aring. May  I  not  sit  here  and  wait  alone?  Miss 
Raynor  will  remember  me."  She  placed  her  hope 
upon  Sibyl  now.  She  was  more  than  ever  deter- 
mined not  to  return  to  the  hotel. 

Mrs.  Bostwick  suspected  this.  "They  won't  be 
long  "  she  answered,  and  her  thoughts  moved 
alertly  as  she  placed  herself  in  a  chair  by  the 
window. 

To  her  exceeding  relief,  scarcely  a  minute 
had  passed  when  Sibyl  and  Claude  opened  the 
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.rout  door  and,  seeicg  the  living-room  alight, 
walked  ,n.  Mrs.  Bostwick  would  have  prefewed 
a  word  with  them  outside;  but  she  was  portly, 
aud  though  she  sprang  from  her  chair  hastily,  she 
succeeded  only  in  colliding  violently  with  Claude 
at  the  door.  He  caught  her  in  one  arm. 

"What  is  this?  Football?  "he  asked,  and  then 
both  he  and  Sibyl  perceived  the  guest 

They  could  scarcely  believe  their  eyes.   Mrs. 
Bostwick  m  a  kimono,  her  tresses  wound  into  a 
hasty  psyche  khot,  t^te-^-tete  with  the  white-robed 
Nora  Creina.   The  latter's  veil  had  fallen  about 
her    shoulders.     She   immediately   advanced    to 
biby],  who  met  her  outstretched  hand  cordially 
"  Let  me  introduce  my  brother  Claude,  Mrs. 
femith,     she  said,  while  Mrs.  Bostwick  breath- 
lessly  regamed  her  poise  and  the  young  Tech 
student    smded    over  his   aunt's   head    at   the 
stranger. 

"I  've  given  you  a  great  surprise,"  began  Mrs. 
bmith,  seizing  the  advantage  of  speaking  first. 
Something  occrrred  to-night  to  make  me  wish 
to  leave  the  hotel  suddenly,  and  I  remembered  that 
Mrs  Bostwick  took  in  wayfarers,  so  I  searched 
until  I  found  her  — " 


But  the  house  is  full,"  gasped  the  hostes; 


terrupting  the  gracious  speech 


IS,  in- 


<( 


60 


m  very  sorry ; 


i  l^wCTui 


A  Flittmff 

and  so,  Claude,  you  are  going  to  take  Mrs.  Smith 
back  to  the  hotel  now." 


Just  this  one  night,"  persisted  the  stranger, 
and  her  smile  was  a  sudden  iUumination  which 
completed  the  capture  of  her  young  admirers. 

It  you  could  put  me  somewhere  — just  this 
couch  would  do  — just  for  to-night." 

"And  you've  forgotten.  Aunt  Phcehe,"  put 
in  tMbyl,  «  to-morrow  a  good  room  is  to  be  va- 
cated. 

Mrs.  Bostwick  glared  at  the  girl  and  started  to 
speak ;  but  Claude  exclaimed :  "  Let  Mrs  Smith 
have  my  room  to-night.  I  '11  sleep  on  the  couch." 
The  sapphire  eyes  gave  him  a  look  for  which 
he  would  have  cheerfully  slept  on  the  piano,  and 
then  the  guest  turned  to  Mrs.  Bostwick,  whose 
reluctance  was  patent. 

"After  our  telk  this  morning,  is  it  any  wonder 
that  I  thought  of  you  and  yours  as  acquaintances 
-almost  as  friends?  "  she  asked,  with  a  winning 
air.  I  came  here  to-night  as  a  matter  of  busi^ 
ness,  but  circumstances  have  altered  the  step  into 
the  asking  and  granting  of  a  favor.  To-morrow 
we  will  speak  of  the  room  —  " 

"  That  room  's  half  promised,"  said  Mrs.  Bost- 
wick mechanically.  "Sibyl  doesn't  know  all  the 
business  of  this  house." 
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"How  could  you  say  that,  Aunt  Phcube?" 
aaked  the  jrirl  when,  five  minutes  later,  they 
entered  her  room  to  put  it  in  order  for  the  guest 
while  she  moved  her  own  belongings  into  her 
brother's  apartment. 

"Sibyl  llaynor,  so  far  as  knowing  the  world 
goes,  you  are  equal  to  a  babe  unborn."    Mrs. 
Bostwiek  faced  her  companion,  speaking  low  and 
emphatically.    «  I  did  pity  that  lonely  woman  this 
niorning,  while  she  seemed  so  sad  ;  but  there 's  no 
rhyme  nor  reason  in  what  she's  done  to-night. 
Could  n't  you  see  sh^  was  just  shaking  with  ner- 
vousness ?  There  's  something  wrong  with  a  per- 
son who  will  leave  a  hotel  between  two  days  and 
without  her  hat  the  way  she  has.    Why  would  n't 
she  go  back  with  Claude  ?    Either  because  they 
would  n't  take  her,  or  else  she  's  hiding  from  some- 
body.  I  don't  want  her  in  either  case." 

Sibyl  was  silent,  and  the  older  woman  spread 
up  the  clean  sheets  with  nervous  energy. 

"I  didn't  oppose  your  giving  up  your  room, 
because  if  she  was  going  to  stay,  I  'd  feel  safer 
to  have  her  up  here  than  downstairs  with  the 
silver." 

"Aunt  Phoebe ! "  Sibyl  spoke  deprecatingly. 

We  have  seen  all  along  that  she  was  in  trouble. 

Now  something  has  evidently  occurred  to  empha- 
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ilKu  ^^""^'"'^  ^  ^'"""^  '«'  straightforward 
folks  hat  con,e  .n  the  daylight  and  engage  rooma 
Jecently  and  ,«  order.  Maybe  there  's  been  rea- 
Hons  for  her  being  alone  all  the  time.  I  don't 
like  the  looks  of  it.  She  told  me  before  you  came 
in  that  some  people  she  did  n't  want  to  meet  had 
come  to  the  hotel.  Why  didn't  she  take  her 
meals  in  her  room,  then,  until  she  could  pack  up 
and  leave  m  an  orderly  way  ? "  ^  f 

Sibyl  was  thoughtful.    She  remembered  the 
look  of  surprising  eumity%lihed  at  her  on  the 
beach  this  afternoon.   She  remembered  the  cold- 
ness with  which  her  advances  had  been  repelled. 
Mrs.  Bostwick  was  thinking  too,  and  after 
the  minute  of  silence  she  voiced  her  conclusion. 
Depend  upon  it,  that  woman  's  as  afraid  as 
death  of  somebody.   She  looks  refined  and  ele- 
gant, but  so  do  lots  o'  the  folks  whose  ill-doings 
get  into  the  papers  with  their  pictures.    I  siml 
iier  up  pretty  close  in  the  minute  or  two  before 
you  came  in  to-night,  and  for  all  she 's  got  on  a 
perfect  dress,  and  no  jewelry  except  her  wedding- 
nng  and  her  engagement  ring  over  it,  and  smeUs 
of  violets  and  looks  like  one  with  those  eyes 
o  hers,  so  have  lots  of  other  folks  who  were  con- 
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fidence  women  after  all,  and  ended  up  in  the 
iwniteutiary.    You  '11  gee  to-morrow  the   won't 
want  to  stay  here,  and  you  might  have  saved 
that  speech  about  the  room  being  to  rent.    By 
the  way,  Sibyl  Raynor,  don't  you  ever  do  that 
again !    You  'd  rent  every  room  we  've  got  to 
wolves,  if  they  only  walked  into  the  house  with 
a  little  white  wool  on,  and  hid  their  teeth.   You  '11 
see  she 's  worn  out  Regina  Beach,  and  she  '11  be 
for  leaving ;  and  I  'm  going  to  watch  the  papers 
steady;  and  if  I  see  a  picture  of  a  high-headed 
woman  with  a  braided  coronet  of  hair  around 
the  top,  and  big  eyes  that  look  as  if  they  were 
seeing  things,  I  shall  take  notice;  and  I  shall 
look  for  her  name ! "   Mrs.  Bostwick  paused  in 
her  hushed,  sibilant  speech,  and  looking  as  im- 
pressive as  her  kimomo   and  the  psyche  knot 
would  permit,  pointed  a  finger  at  her  companion. 
"And    I    shan't  — find ~ Smith,  either!"  she 
added,  glaring  at  Sybil  with  prospective  triumph. 

"Aunt  PhoBbe,  Aunt  Phoebe,"  said  the  girl, 
taking  gentle  hold  of  the  uplifted  wrist  and 
drawing  it  down,  "isn't  it  wonderful  how  cruel 
ignorance  makes  us  !  " 

"  Hey  ?  "  questioned  Mrs.  Bostwick,  with  a  sur- 
prised snaj'  of  the  eyes. 

"  If  a  poor  hunted  deer  ran  into  our  living- 
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«K>«u  for  protection,  I  pity  the  huntern  that  tried 
to  4fet  her  away  from  you." 

"Now  none  o'  that,  Sihyl.  none  o'  that.  Ther. 
would  n  t  be  any  falne  pretenneH  about  the  deer." 
And  we  don  t  know  that  there  are  any  about 
Nora  Creina ;  but  you  've  been  talking  a«  if  you  'd 
be  glad  to  have  her  proved  guilty.  You!  the 
kindest  woman  I  know." 

"I  deny  it"  returned  Mr«.   Bostwi.k   stoutly. 
It  8  only  that  I   want  the  truth  to  .on.e  out 

buHL^:^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

The  girl  shook  her  head.  « That  is  what  I 
say.  It  IS  our  ignorance  of  the  truth  that  makes 
us  cruel  If  Mrs.  Smith  meets  anything  here  but 
love  and  protection,  it  simply  shows  the  measure 
of  our  Ignorance." 

Mrs.  Bostwick's  lips  set  in  a  tight  line  as  she 

regarded  the  speaker  with  a  moment's  hesitation. 

It  18  my  duty  18  „'t  it,  to  guard  you  and  Claude 

and  the  rest  of   my  household  from  prowlintr 

adventuresses  ?  "  she  asked  at  last. 

The  term  and  Mrs.  Bostwick's  personal  ap- 
pearance combined  to  bring  a  smile  to  Sibyl^ 
Iipsas  she  answered  quietly  :  «  Ceit^iinly  ;  but^we 
should  follow  her  with  our  love  and  hope  instead 
ot  our  condemnation  even  if  she  must  go  away, 
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•nU  must  give  her  our  perMoal  aaaisUuce  and 
encouragement.  The  good  Sanuritan  had  uo 
fear.  The  only  fear  we  should  have  ia  lett  we 
'  pass  by  on  the  other  side.'  " 

There  was  a  moment's  silence,  then  Sibyl  went 
on,  with  a  glance  around  the  room :  « I  think 
everything  is  all  right.  Shall  I  go  down  and  iret 
her?"  * 

"  No,"  responded  Mrs.  Bostwick  firmly.  She 
Jid  not  intend  that  there  should  be  any  inter- 
course between  these  two  this  night  that  was 
not  beneath  her  vigilant  eyes. 

A  word  over  the  banisters  to  Claude,  and  in 
another  minute  he  escorted  the  stranger  to  the 
head  of  the  stairs,  where  the  hostess  awaited  her. 

All  imjieriousness  had  left  the  guest's  manner. 
She  was  listless,  pale,  with  shadows  beneath  her 
eyes.  Having  gained  her  point,  she  cared  little 
for  Mrs.  Bostwick's  coldness,  and  recognized  but 
indiflferently  the  warmth  in  Sibyl's  kindly  looks; 
but  she  thanked  them  both  with  a  wan  smile! 
Good-nights  were  said,  then  her  door  closed  and 
her  entertainers  heard  the  key  turn  in  the  lock. 


CHAPTER  V 

WHEBS    THKRk'h    a    WILL 

^1!?  \*''^*' "  ^""^  •'®^''  "^  exhauHtion  had 
P<"»«a,  the  came  to  consciouwieis,  and  for  a 
moment  did  .lot  realize  her  •urrouiidin^s.  She 
wai  in  her  eyrie  in  the  mammoth  hotel.  Belle 
Armitage  had  arrived.  Her  heart  quickened 
untiJ  the  remembrance  of  her  flijfht  stole  over 
her  excited  thought,  calming  it  with  the  awur- 
ance  that  she  was  safe  in  the  sanctum  of  the  girl 
with  the  kind  eyes.  She  was  in  Sibyl  Raynor's 

"What  next?"  she  asked  herself,  staring  at 
the  window,  whose  outlines  began  to  be  visible 
in  the  dawn.    Should  she  return  to  the  East, 
driven  by  the  same  woman  who  had  caused  her 
flight  to  California  ?   Never.    Moreover,  where 
would  be  the  use  of  such  a  step  ?  What  were  the 
spaces  of  a  continent  to  the  devouring  ability  of 
a  touring-car?  She  could  not  surely  avoid  B<  je 
Armitage  unless  she  found  means  to  leavo  the 
planet.  This  cottage  set  back  from  the  sea  offered 
as  mucn  probability  of  seclusion  as  any  spot  she 
could  find.  The  Armitages  would  not  be  aware 
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of  a  noxNlrmr  neighbor,  if  h«  rh«nci.H  to  draw 
breath  outride  that  Htratum  of  society  whcne 
cxwtence  only  they  rtMognized. 

Pondering   thin  fart,  Mho  came  to  a  derision 
to  renuiin  h.re.  Sihyl  ne«d  not  U  permitted  to 
»»e<.ome  t.reson.e.  The  hoy,  »he  had  wen  on  U.t 
l^ven.ng,    wttH   easily  «n„bbed.  8he  would  have 
liked  to  talk  to  him  in  return  for  the  good-natured 
aUrnty  with  which  he  put  himself  out  for  her, 
but  the  f^it.gue   from   her  excitement  was  too 
ffreat ;  and  when  she  made  excuse  for  her  silence 
there  was  good   breeding  in  the  young  fellow's' 
roply,  and  the  manner  in  which  he  withdrew  to 
stroll  on  the  jwirch  until  Mrs.  Bostwick's  sum- 
mons came. 

Mrs.  Bostwick  !  Violet  smiled  faintly  at  the 
wh.ten.ng  window  as  the  memory  of  her  hostess 
returned  to  her. 

"Poor  Aunt  Ph».be,"  she  reflected.  "lam 
afraid  I  dislocated  some  of  her  most  cherished 
.deals  last  night.  She  certainly  became  a  little 
aifhcult. 

Violet  turned  her  head  on  the  pillow,  and 
weariness  of  life  rolled  over  her  again  in  waves. 
She  sighed  with  parted  lips,  and  her  lids  fell. 
1  roubled  sleeping  dreams  began  to  mingle  with 
the  troubloBs  waking  ones,  and  when  next  she 
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opiuied  Imt  eye«,  bruail  .lay  ihotu*  in  at  the  win- 
clow  uuij  Hhe  <ouhl  h^ttr  umwdn  uf  »tirritij(  below 
•taiin.  n«r  heavy  jflancf  wai.Ueml  about  tht; 
room.  Fraiiied  photojfrapl.s  acJoriU'd  the  walln. 
BaiiUe  th«  UU  wher«  «|.  .  '.uii^r  a  full  length 
picture  of  a  young  ma  ii.  A'u  ♦  ar.,.  U  holding 
tt  tennis  racket.  Kvid- .,  y  bil  yl  ..I  .d  »  h  picture 
to  be  the  one  on  wh  ,  *,  It.  r  »  ^^  Mrst  i..  ed  when 
idle  awakened. 

"  The  man  she  h     ^.dc  ', .»   „  iruk.-  Iht  trouble, 
I  Huppoge,"  thought  \  u  Itt!    u  d  i.M-ni  hcrstlf  on 
her  elbow  the  Iwtter  to  -ii      Mio  |»h  ..ogiaph.   A 
second  glance  revealed  C'Luuc  «  gooil-huinoml, 
boyish  countenance.    Violet  was  coiis<mouh  of  ilis 
appointment.   No  one  in  this  cruel  world  had  a 
right  to  such  optimism  as  looked  out  of  Sibyl 
Raynor's  eyes.   Why  should  she  not  begin  t..  learn 
like  other  jieople  that  there  could  be  no  genu- 
ine happiness  in  creation  ;  that  all  who  expressed 
It  or  claimed  it  were  either  Spartans  or  hypo- 
crites. '^'^ 

Beside  the  picture  and  hung  a  little  lower,  so 
as  to  be  easily  legible  from  Violet's  pillow,  was  an 
illuminated  quotation  which  she  regarded  next. 
She  felt  scorn  in  advan.e  of  its  smooth-souii.ling 
platitudes.  It  was  headed  "My  Prayer;  "  and  she 
read  what  followed  :  — 
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"  To  be  ever  consciouf  of  my  unity  with  God. 
To  liat«n  for  hi*  voice  and  hear  no  oUier  eall. 
To  Miwrate  all  error  from  my  thought  of  man, 

"  And  see  him  only  as  my  Father*!  image ; 
To  ibow  him  reverence,  and  ihare  with  him 
My  holiest  treasures. 

♦'  To  keep  my  menUl  home  a  sacred  place, 
Golden  witli  gratitude,  redolent  with  love, 
White  with  purity,  cleansed  from  the  flesh. 

"  To  send  no  thought  into  the  world 

That  will  not  bless,  or  cheer,  or  purify,  or  heal. 

'*  To  have  no  aim  but  to  make  earth 

A  fairer,  holier  place, 

And  to  risft  each  day  into  a  higher  sense  of  Life  and  Love." 

It  was  not  exactly  the  sort  of  thing  the  guest 
had  expected.  Her  gaze  remained  upon  it.  "Poor 
httle  blank  book !  "  she  thought.  "  Separate  all 
error  from  my  thought  of  man  !  "  She  repeated 
the  line  with  bitterness ;  and  because  the  fool's 
paradise  indicated  was  so  far  more  foolish  than 
she  had  suspected,  and  because  the  "  prayer"  was 
more  of  a  fanciful  philosophy  than  an  appeal,  she 
read  it  again. 

A  soft  knock  on  the  door  interrupted  her. 
She  sat  up  in  bed.   "It  may  be  noon!"  she 
thought. 
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Sibyl's  voice  sounded  without.  "  You  have  only 
yt)ur  evening  dress  here,  Mrs.  Smith,"  it  said. 
"I've  brought  you  your  breakfast."  And  so  she 
had,  in  spite  of  Aunt  Phcebe's  protest  that  the 
like  was  never  heard  of  in  North  Haddam,  seeing 
that  the  alias  above  stairs  was  perfectly  able  to 
come  down  like  other  folks,  and  that  she  might 
put  on  one  of  Sibyl's  calicoes. 

Mrs.  Smith,  a  flannel  negligee  the  color  of  her 
eyes  about  her,  the  appetizing  tray  on  a  table 
beside  her,  regarded  the  girl-hostess  as  the  latter 
opened  the  blinds. 

"  You  are  extremely  kind  to  me,"  said  Violet. 
"  I  wonder  if  you  would  be  kinder  still." 
«  Very  likely,"  replied  the  girl. 
"It  is  a  great  deal  to  ask,"  went  on  the  guest, 
sipping  her  coffee,  "but  the  milk  of  human  kind- 
ness simply  oozes  out  of  you  at  every  pore.    I 
have  had  the  luck  to  catch  you  before  it  dries  up." 
Sibyl  smiled. 

"  Oh,  yes,  it  will  dry  up.  It  has  lasted  through 
college  life  for  you,  which  is  a  wonder.  Perhaps 
it  was  your  athletics.  I  have  been  looking  at  that 
picture  of  you  with  the  basket-ball  team." 

The  girl  nodded.  "I  live  over  a  lot  of  fun 
every  time  I  look  at  that." 

Mrs.  Smith's  eyes  rested  on  the  vital  form  and 
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face  meditatively.  -  Yes,"  she  8aiH  slowly,  -  you 
are  strong,  and  kind,  and  good,  and  happy.  The 
hest  thing  that  could  happen  to  you  would  be  to 
die  to-day. 

Sibyl  winced;  but  the  oloud  of  surprise  pa«8ed 
from  her  face.  ''Why?  You  don't  suppo^  I'd 
stay  dead,  do  you?"  she  asked.  -J  think  not 
many  people  believe  that." 

"Exactly,"  returned  Mrs.  Smith,  going  on 
with  her  breakfast,  -else  there  wouldn't  be  so 
many  people.  Many  a  one  besides  Hamlet  has 
hositated  before  that  '  perchance,'  and  found  it 
the  rub.  But  let  m.  tell  you  what  I  have  to 
a«k  of  you  and  see  if  it  is  too  much.    I  want 

!uT.r^  o '  ^"^  "''^'  ^"^  *''^  *^"*«'  «"^  te"  them 
that  Mrs.  Smith  has  been  called  away  suddenly, 
and  ask  the  chambermaid  to  pack  her  trunk." 

"  But,"  Sibyl  regarded  the  guest  with  hesita- 
tion, "where  is  the  trunk  to  be  sent?" 

"Here."    The  response   came  promptly.    "I 
have  decided  to  remain  here." 

The  color  rose  in  the  girl's  cheeks.  «  You  will 
have  to  see  Aunt  Phcebe  about  that." 

Mrs  Smith  broke  a  piece  of  toast  unconcern- 
edly.  Yes,  I  m  sorry  I  shocked  her.  The  room 
18  really  to  be  for  rent,  I  suppose?" 

"  I  —  I  thought  so,"  replied  Sibyl.   "  So  far 
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a*  packing  your  trunk  isooncerned,  I  am  entirely 


ling  to  go  to  the  hotel  for  yo 
"  You  are  very  kind,  '  Haid  Violet  absently. 
i5he  was  already  thinking  of  something  else.  She 
always  earned  her  point  in  small  matters.  "  I  '11 
dress/'  she  continued,  "and  then  will  you  kindly 
auk  Mrs.  Bostwick  to  come  up  here,  or  let  me 
come  to  her  ?  " 

Sibyl  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  meeting  the 
blue  gaze.   "  I  '11  do  that,"  she  returned  quietly 
"  but  you  will  have  to  satisfy  Aunt    PhcBbe  be-' 
tore  I  ran  have  your  belongings  sent  here  " 
"  Oh  !  So  bad  as  that  ?  "  asked  Violet. 
"Yes;  and  it  will  be  worse  than   that   when 
she  hnds  that  you  wish  me  to  go  to  the  hotel 
to  transact  your  business.    You  will  have  to  be 
frank  with  her." 

The  girl's  gaze  was  direct,  and  the  warm  love- 
light  that  played  in  it  so  naturally  yesterday  was 
not  shining.  "^ 

The  white  face  thrown  back  against  the  pillow 
regarded  her  hostess  curiously.  "  How  about 
this .''  she  asked,  pointing  at  the  line  in  the 
Illuminated  text  which  had  most  aroused  her 
scorn. 

Sibyl  shook  her  head.  "  Aunt  Phoebe  has  n't 
learned  that  yet,"  she  answered. 
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Mrs.  Smith's  delicate  nostrils  dilated.  "  If  you 
separate  all  error  from  your  thought  of  most  men, 
there  is  very  little  left  to  think  about  them,"  she 
said;  then  her  eyes  grew  wistful  as  she  kept 
them  on  the  girlish  face.  "  I  believe  i/ou  would 
take  me,  trunk  and  all,  and  ask  no  questions," 
she  continued. 

"  Yes,  I  would,"  returned  the  other. 

"  And  yet  you  don't  look  at  me  as  you  did  yes- 
terday," went  on  Mrs.  Smith.  "  On  each  occa- 
sion that  we  have  met,  you  have  regarded  me  as 
lovingly  as  if  I  were  an  old  friend.  I  could  not 
help  remarking  it." 

Sibyl  smiled  and  colored.  "Yes;  you  inter- 
ested me;  and  you  looked  like  Nora  Creina, 
Moore's  Irish  heroine.  Do  you  know  the  8ong  ? 
You  were  like  Nora  Creina,  only  grown  lonely 
and  unhappy.  I  longed  to  do  something  for 
you." 

Violet  bit  her  lip,  and  her  eyes  grew  misty. 
For  a  minute  she  swallowed  in  silence.  "  And 
you  still  want  to  do  something  for  me,  I  hope," 
she  returned,  at  last. 

"  Yes  ;  but"  —  Sibyl  hesitated,  "but  it  must 
be  the  right  thing." 

"I  see,"  remarked  Mrs.  Smith.  "Mrs.  Bost- 
wick  has  been  talking  to  you,  and  self-preserva- 
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with  cold  water." 

Sibyl's  gaze  did  not  fall.  "It  is  simply  that  I 
must  not  call  evil  good,"  she  replied,  'either  in 
you,  or  myself,  or  anybody  else." 

Violet  turned  her  face  into  the  pillow  and  gave 
a  laugh  that  was  half  a  sob.  Then  she  looked  up 
again,  still  smiling  in  a  way  that  made  her  very 
lovely  as  she  lay  there,  her  heavy  black  braids 
lying  against  the  whiteness  about  her. 

"  I  see.  I  am  on  my  defense.  It  is  a  new  sen- 
sation. Well,  wm  you  lend  me  a  wrapper  that 
I  may  wear  until  the  trunk  comes  over  ?  Then  I 
call  soon  be  ready  to  see  your  aunt."  The  smile 
vanished,  and  it  was  the  cold,  inimical  look  that 
Sibyl  remembered  which  accompanied  the  stran- 
ger's  next  words.  "  I  cannot  blame  you,  I  sup- 
pose, for  listening  to  her  suspicions." 

The  girl's  face  did  not  alter  at  the  changed 
tone.  She  went  to  her  closet  and  brought  the 
wrapper. 

"  Aunt  Phrebe  and  I  do  not  regard  things  in 
exactly  the  same  way,"  she  said.  «  This  is  her 
house  and  not  mine,  else  you  should  stay  here, 
whatever  has  happened ;  and  if  it  is  something 
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...«Ukei.  and  bad,  I  might  help  you  to  destroy 

Violet  regarded  her  with  increased  curioiity 
"  You  think  you  might !  "  she  ejaculated.  ''  Oh 
you  poor  httle  blank  book  !  "  * 

Sibyl  paused  in  surprise.  "Of  course,"  she 
•aid  at  last,  "  I  Bee  there  is  something  very  un- 
happy in  your  life.  You  are  so  attractive  that  it 
IS  natural  to  feel  that  you  could  n't  have  done 
wrong." 

Violet's  lip  curled.  "  Indeed?  That  is  not  the 
way  attractiveness  impresses  people,  as  a  rule." 

"  It  is  hard  for  me  to  be  impersonal,"  went  on 
>ibyl,  with  simple  frankness,  "  when  any  one 
liarms  me  as  you  have  :  hard  to  search  only  for 
die  truth,  and  not  to  be  influenced  by  your  ap- 
pearance.  I  wonder,  though,"  she  went  on,  after 
a  ause,  «  why  your  face  has  expressed  such 
enmity  for  me  more  than  once." 

*  IIuH  it?  I  should  beg  your  pardon  for  that, 
after  such  courtesy  as  you  have  shown  me  here." 
"  Yes,  but  that  does  n't  answer  me." 
"Don't  wretched  people  dways  hate  ""ex- 
claimed Violet  suddenly.  "  Here.  Call  your  aunt 
at  once,  please  ;  and  remain  here  yourself.  I  won't 
wait  to  dress." 


CHAPTER  VI 

therk'm  a  way 

Mr8.  Bohtw.ck  was  not  far  t«  seek.  She  was 
restless  from  the  moment  Sib^l  clisappeare<l 
within  the  ffuest  s  room,  and  with  each  pas«in.r 
minute  grew  more  dissatisfied  that  she  did  nu't 
return. 

When,  therefore,  the  girl  finally  opened  the 
door  she  met  the  portly  lady  energetically  mount- 
ing  the  stairs.  '•  I  was  just  <.oming  for  you,  Aunt 
PhcBhe  she  said.  ''Mrs.  Smith  wishes  to  see 
you  The  set  of  Mrs.  Bostwiek's  lips  caused 
Sibyl  to  take  a  step  forward  and  seize  her  hand. 
Careful  dear !  "  she  whispered.  "  Think  if  it 
were  I !  * 

The  good  lady  pushed  by  her  in  silence,  and 
in  another  moment  her  spectacles  were  directed 
toward  the  bed.  She  had  steeled  herself  to  resist 
the  strong  will  she  had  rliscerne<l  last  night,  as 
well  as  Sibyl  s  soft-hearte^ness ;  and  she  entered 
that  room  with  mind  fully  made  up. 

The  head  on  the  pillow  looked  so  girlish  with 
Its  hanging  braids  that  it  was  difficult  for  her 
natural  kindliness  of  heart  not  to  assert  itself;  but 
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even  thoujfh  Mm.  Smith  were  pale,  she  had  never- 
theleiw  been  indulged  already  in  a  manner  calcu- 
lated to  arouio  false  hope.,  and  Mm.  Bogtwick 
waa  m  haste  to  get  her  out  of  the  house.  In  her 
newly  acquired  shrewdnesH  she  suspected  that 
the  guest  might  feign  inability  to  rise.  "Good- 
morning,"  she  said  briefly.  "  Shan't  I  wait  until 
you  dress  ?  " 

"  Miss  Raynor  has  been  kind  enough  to  con- 
sent to  go  to  the  hotel  to  get  me  something  to 
put  on,"  replied  Violet. 

"  I  don't  think  I  can  sparo  her,"  rejoined  Mrs. 
Bostwick  promptly.  "  She  '11  lend  you  a  shirt- 
waist  and  skirt  to  go  over  in,  and  Claude  can 
brmg  them  back." 

It  was  evident  that  the  speaker  had  laid  this 
plan  deliberately,  and  was  intending  to  put  it 
through  with  a  firm  hand. 

Amid  all  her  heart-sickness  Violet  smiled.  The 
determined  gleam  in  Aunt  Phcebe's  spectacles 
and  the  arms  akimbo  over  her  spotless  black  and 
white  cotton  gown  bespoke  her  state  of  mind. 
The  guest  wondered  what  her  friends  at  liome 
would  say  to  the  situation.  Absurd  as  it  was, 
however,  it  must  be  met  if  she  were  going  to 
stay  here ;  and  above  and  beyond  the  natural  re- 
sistance to  being  dismissed,  she  did  desire  to  stay 
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here  There  wan  a  |HJ«ceful  aMno.pbere  reco^- 
nizable  to  her  »en.itiv«  nature,  and  Hhe  had  a 
•trange  longing  to  see  the  old  look  return  to 
oioyl  H  ejres. 

"Won't  jrou  sit  down,  Mrs.  Bostwick?"  »be 
asked. 

The  chip  on  that  lady's  shoulder  was  at  a 
perdous  angle.  -  I  think  I  can  sit  down,  if  I 
hke,  ,n  my  own  child's  room,"  she  thought. 
What  she  said  was:  -It  won't  be  worth  while. 
We  U  leave  you  to  dress,  and  we  're  both  glad  if 
you  've  rested  well,  and  we  '11  see  you  off  when 
you  come  downstairs." 

Sibyl,  standing  by  the  window,  her  back  to 

the    room,   caught   her    lip    beneath   her  teeth. 

Ihere  is  neither  dishonesty  nor  cruelty  in  God's 

universe,"  she  reflected.    "  He  will  help  us  all  to 

do  nght." 

"  I  wish  to  stay  with  you,  Mrs.  Bostwick,"  she 
heard  the  guest  say.  -  My  behavior  has  per- 
plexed you  naturally,  and  I  must  tell  you  that  I 
left  my  home  a  month  since  under  the  cloud  of 
a  great  misfortune.  A  year  ago  I  felt  myself  the 
happiest  woman  in  Boston.  When  I  left  there," 
—  she  paused  for  an  instant,  and  Mrs.  BostwiJk 
saw  the  effort  for  self-control,  —  "  I  am  sure  I 
was  the  most  wretched.    I  came  out  here  alone 
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fn.li,  thoic,  «„d  found  ,.„,„,„rt  i„  ^,i,^j^  ^_^^.| 
iMt  iiiKht.  CWtaii.  |«BK,„.  w.re  iurtrumenul  in 
.l»tl.r.«K  mj,  life.   Th«M,  ,«,y  p«,p|.  ,^ 

.uddenly  .t    ,),«   hofl.     I   con.id«r«l  L.hi«, 
«c..p     U..t  I  could  no  l„.,K.r   b«.,h.  th.r' 
I  m..  I«d  tl«.t  you  ...d  Mi«  Haynor  h.d  b«e„ 
k."d   to   me.  «„d  ,h.,  y„u  t^,,  („  ,j,,^^ 
I  «am,lj,  ki..»  whether  it  were  „i,{ht  or  d«y.    I 
ouly  knew  I  mu.t  come.  Can't  you  undemtand  ?  " 
hhe  ,Mu««l.   Sibyl  did  not  turn.    Her  lumi- 
nou,  eye,  .till  g^^  £,„,„  „,^  »i„j„^ 

Mr..  B„.,„ic.k  «t  down  in  ,h«  nearest  chair, 
bo  you  re  from  Bo.ton,"  .he  «.id,  in  a  changed 
aim  reHective  tone.  * 

The  averted  gaze  returned  to  her.  -  Yes,"  an- 
iwered  Violet. 

"And -I  can't  help  how  it  sounds,   hut  is 
your  name  really  Smith  ?  " 
"  Yes.    Why  do  you  ask  ?  " 
**  Because  somehow  you  don't  look  it." 
"  Yes,  my  name  is  Smith  and  I  'm  from  Bos- 
t^e;/(r  ;"^»«*'i««»  of  res,.ectability,  aren't 
w%"     XA  V™  ^"'^'"'^  respectable,  Mrs.  Bost- 
wick,    addet'    he  guest,  with  bitterness.    -  Too 

^trLt^;'"^"^""-"^-^--'-!^ 
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from  l..r  ...  a  .war....  SI.,  wa,  .ile„  f„,  .  „^ 
»...t.  "S.byl."  .,..  «.id  „,  ,^,  .  M„.  M  •  Trd 
'r  *""%/»"  ""K''t  K"  """  l.«r  r.H,.u  ...J  «, 

s^.  ■;'  ."'"•  .'^"""'-  ' '"  ""«•"'  «■'  "»•  t™y." 

bibjrl  „bej„.|.  ,.„t  .ve.,  mniing  a  „!„„„„  ,„;.^ 

Mr..  Bo.tw.ck  .,H>li„  aKui...  "  1.  U,«„.  .     ,hi,.J 
..ore  you  wouM  wi.l,  to  ««y  to  n.„  .,„w  tl.e  child 
ua.go.ie? 

"  Nothing."    Vi„l,.t  ,,re„c..I  a  l,a..,|  to  her  dry 
•ye-        I  have  a,ke,l  .Min.  K«y„„r  to  do  ...e  the 
great  favor  to  go  to  the  hotel  ao.l  a,k  the  .-ha...- 
her...a.d  to  ,«ck  ...y  tr..,.k  a..,l  «,.d  it  over  here." 
Well    I  gue».  Hhe  .a..  do  that,"   ret,.r,.ed 
Mr,.  Bo.tw,ck,  c„..,.der..,g.    Her  eye.  rested  „„ 
he  wedd...K.r.,.g  that  hI.„„„  on  n,«  ,„.„  .^j^^ 
and,  g,.arded  hy  a  dia..,o.,d  of  cleareat  water. 
There  .  lot,  „    trouble,  i.,  tl.i.  world   wor« 
than  death,  a..d  .    you  're  pa..i„g  through  o..e 
of  them,  I  can  o..ly  ,ay  that  time  i,  a  wonderful 
healer,  and   you    mu,t   brace    up   all  you  can. 
Tl.ere_.in  t  anything  .o  bad  but  it  might  be 

M...  Smith  looked  back  at  tlie.peaker  .tead- 
|ly  for  the  first  tin.e.  "  Ye,;  it  woul.l  be  wor«, 
'f  my  acquaintance,  at  the  hotel  .hould  learn 
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that  I  am  here ;  so,  if  Miss  Raynor  will  go  ? 
Fortunately,  I  paid  my  bill  yesterday." 

Aunt  PhcEbe  rose.  "  I  see.  Well  I  '11  send  her 
right  along  so  's  to  set  your  mind  at  rest." 

She  left  the  room,  closing  the  door  behind  her 
and  went  into  the  front  of  the  house,  where  Sibyl 
was  putting  things  to  rights  in  a  light  bright 
chamber  where  a  sea  breeze  fluttered  the  white 
curtains. 

"Well,  we're  in  for  it,"  remarked  Aunt 
rhoebe. 

"  Yes,  she  has  been  sent  to  us  after  all  "  re- 
turned the  girl,  the  usual  optimism  soundiiig  i„ 
her  tone.  ° 

"  She  's  the  kind  that  knows  what  she  wants 
anyway ;  and  like  all  women,  she  's  in  a  hurry 
for  her  trunk.  You  can  run  over  to  the  hotel  if 
you  want  to,  Sibyl,  and  I  '11  finish  up  here.  Kind 
o  queer  of  course,  the  whole  thing,  and  I  don't 
exactly  like  it,  sending  you  around  this  way  :  but 
she  does  act  as  if  she  was  in  a  tight  place." 

"  She  certainly  does,  and  I  don't  mind  in  the 
least,  returned  the  girl ;  and  suspecting  that 
Mrs.  Bostwick  was  drifting  toward  another  mu- 
tiny now  that  she  was  out  of  the  radius  of  the 
violet  eyes,  she  made  haste  to  be  off. 

The  morning  was  fresh   and   delightful.  As 
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Sibyl  neared  the  hotel,  a  motor-car  of  a  deep 
maroon  CO,       t,  „^,^  ,^,,^^^  ^^^  ep 

step,.  An  elderly  man  with  s,veepi„«  sray  mou,! 
tache  and  cold  eye,  imbedded  n  trhikCZ 
about  to  enter  it.  Be,ide  him  .,tood  a  ^vZ 

above  the  leaf-brown  of  her  long  coat,  and  her 
cap  wa,  .,et  firmly  upon  masses  of  red  haTr  She 
was  addres.,ing  some  remark  to  the  chauffeur  who 
was  busy  at  the  front  of  the  machine  wien 
S.byl  approached,  and  the  latter's  demure  coun- 
tenance  gave  no  sign  of  the  interest  with  which 
she  recognized  her  brother,  or  the  curiosity  with 
which  she  examined  his  em)loyers 

Claude,  looking   up   suddenly,  saw   her   and 
smdingly  n«lded.  Miss  Armitage  observL  the 

the  prl  8  face  interesting  beyond  the  ordinary 
her  glance  altered  to  agaze.  Their  chauffeur  Z 
th.t  .  t"lT'- "  ^°""«  gentleman  who  was  boiling 
oo7ed  wth  "  '"""""^  --ngement,  and  so  ,hf 
looked  with  some  curiosity  at  the  friend  hegreeted. 
Sibyl  s  fresh  face  also  attracted  the  weary  eye, 
of  Mr.  Armitage.  "That's  a  peach  of  a^gfrf 
Raynor     he  remarked  when  she  had  passed.^  ' 

his  work.      "'    ""'''"'''  ^'^"'^^'  ^''-S  »°  -i't 

78 


I 


1"l 


The  Lenrni  of  Lore 


Miss  Armitajre  prave  her  father  a  slight  uncon- 
scious frown  of  displeasure.  She  was  of  the  om- 
nivorous species  of  young  woman,  and  though 
the  new  chauffeur  was  only  a  freshly  escaped  col- 
legian, he  was  welcome  to  dream  of  her  by  night 
and  worship  her  by  day  during  the  period  of  his 
good  fortune  in  guiding  her  tours  abroad ;  and 
for  this  reason  would  be  naturally  expected  to 
lose  interest  in  such  members  of  the  feminine 
population  as  he  had  chanced  previously  to  know. 
But  Mr.  Armitage  turned  and  looked  after 
Sibyl's  figure  with  his  tired  eyes,  for  the  light 
that  had  sprung  in  hers  as  she  greeted  Claude 
gave  him  a  sense  of  refreshment :  a  whiff  of  youth 
and  joy  had  passed,  and  he  looked  back  at  his 
chauflFeur  with  a  shade  of  envy  of  that  exchanged 
glance  of  understanding. 

By  the  evening  of  that  day  Violet  Smith  had 
settled  her  belongings  in  the  breezy  front  room 
of  the  Bostwick  cottage.  She  had  come  down 
from  her  eyrie  beneath  the  eaves  of  the  great 
hotel  to  dwell  among  men  :  had  exchanged  the 
mystery  and  solitude  of  evenings  in  the  patio  for 
Mrs.  Bostwick's  hammock-hung  porch. 

But  there  was  the  bluflP  by  the  sea  where  one 
could  always  find  a  spot  free  from  intrusion  of 
aught  beside  duck  and  pelican,  and  here  was  her 
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white  room  where  she  would  know  how  to  ex- 
clude  vi«,to.8.  She  had  carried  her  point  and  was 
installed  She  had  run  the  gauntlet  of  strange 
faces  and  glances  at  the  supper-table,  and  in  the 
certointy  that  no  one  of  her  acquaintance  wou.M 
be  .ikely  to  seek  this  simple  home,  had  endured 
tne  experience  without  annoyance. 

The  long  evening  was  before  her  with  its  lin- 
gering  spring  daylight,  and  she  wandered  up  the 

heart  ^^'^^^  ""'^^  ""  ^^"^^'"^  ^'"''''*  ""^  ^^""^  *^  ^^' 
"*The  world  forgetting,  and  by  the  world 
forgot,      she  thought,  as  she  strolled  on. 

Mrs.  Bostwick's  friendliness  of  manner  had 
returned.   There  was  more  amusement  than  any- 
thing  else  m  Violet's  attitude  toward  her;  but 
with  Sibyl  It  was  different.  The  missing  light 
had  returned  to  her  eyes,  and  each  time  Violet 
met  them,  she  sunned  herself  in  it.   She  still  de- 
sired to  hold  off  niece  as  well  as  aunt,  however. 
Had  It  not  been  so,  she  would  have  just  now 
asked  Sibyl  to  walk  with   her  in  the  evening 
quiet,  broken  only  by  the  subdued  roar  of  waves 
and  the  vesper  songs  of  birds;  but  the  younff 
girl,  well  introduced  owing  to  Mrs.  Bostwiek's 
prattle  concerning  her  yesterday  morning,  despite 
her  charm,  was  an  irritation  to  Violet ;  and  she 
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promp  ly  rebuked  the  ever-reeurring  attraction 
she  fe  t  toward  her  by  the  recollection  of  her 
imbecile  ideas.  Violet's  state  of  mind  was  one  of 
savage  impatience  with  all  species  of  fool's  para- 
dise. Facts  -she  wanted  nothing  but  facts  for  the 
rest  of  her  life ;  the  only  way  not  to  suffer  was  to 
op  away  every  twig  of  hope  or  happiness  as  it 
lifted  Its  green  head. 

Not  noticing  the  direction  in  which  her  steps 
were  tending,  she  suddenly  found  herself  neariiur 
the  mountain  of  the  hotel,  and  quickly  turning 
her  back  upon  it,  she  began  to  pace  again  slowly 
toward  her  new  home.  ^ 


1 


CHAPTER  VII 

SORROW'h    PLANT!N(i 

Prkhently  a  man's  long  step  sounded  behind 
her.  -  Good-evening,  Mrs.  Sn.ith,"  said  a  cheer- 
ful voice,  and  in  an  instant  Claude  Raynor  was 
beside  her,  lifting  his  cap. 

^^  She  looked   up  into  his  good-humored   face. 
You  startled  me,"  she  exclaimed.  "  I   do  not 
expect  any  one  here  to  know  me." 

He  regarded  the  dark  coronet  of  her  hair  with 
admiration,  and   his  thoughts  were  agog  with 
curiosity.  When  he  had  left  the  house  this  morn- 
ing. Aunt  Phoebe  had  been  determined  on  oust- 
ing their  charming  waif,  and  had  replied  to  his 
fervent  asseverations  that  she  was  a  queen,  with 
the  scornful  retort  that  no  man  could  be  expected 
to  know  beans  when  the  bag  was  open,  and  that 
as  for  Claude  in  particular,  she  meant  to  wat-h 
him  in  the  next  rain-storm  to  see  if  his  brain 
made  any  suggestions  as  to  seeking  shelter. 

"  If  you  had  only  held  your  tongue  last  night, 
as  you  might  have  seen  I  wanted  you  to,  we 
should  have  got  her  back  to  the  hotel  and  no 
harm  done,"  Aunt  Phcebe  had  said ;  and  now 
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here  was  Mrs.  Smith,  aH:aiii  pacing  the  street  in 
a  white  ffown,  and  with  her  lovely  Ueiid  uncov 
ered  except  by  the  raven  waves  in  which  nature 
had  dressed  it. 

"  I  hope  you  are  rested  after  last  night,"  went 
on  Claude,  suiting  his  step  to  hers. 

"  I  am,  thank  you.  There  is  a  very  peaceful 
atmosphere  in  your  house.  Your  sister  indulged 
me  by  even  giving  me  my  breakfast  in  bed." 

Claude  was  well  aware  of  this,  for  it  was  while 
the  preparation  of  the  tray  was  going  on  that 
Mrs.  Bostwiek  had  eased  her  mind  upon  him. 

The  charming  widow  had  still  not  told  him 
what  he  wished  to  know,  but  he  was  fain  to  curb 
his  impatience  and  take  another  tack. 

"  Were  you  at  the  hotel  a  little  while  ago  when 
I  swept  up  there  in  grand  style  with  my  car?" 
he  asked  exultantly. 
"No.  Have  you  a  car?" 
"  Scarcely.  I  've  begun  chuffing  one  for  my 
daily  bread  until  we  get  through  keeping  a  board- 
ing-house. Aunt  Phcfibe  and  Sibyl  are  n't  willing 
I  should  go  East  till  they  do,  and  I  'm  glad  of  it 
now.  It's  great.  I'd  pay  Mr.  Armitage  for  letting 
me  drive  it  if  I  could  —  but  don't  tell  him  so,  if 
you  know  him." 

The  boy  laughed,  and  meeting  the  eyes  uplifted 

78 


SorrfHf\  Phtiit'ntff 


to  h,«   noted  the  flood  of  color   that  H.uld.M.lv 
niKhed  over  his  companion's  white  cheeks. 
"Mr.  Armitaffe!"  she  repeated. 
"YeH,Kreat  luck  form,.   I  decided  I  miirht 
put  in  ..y  time  that  way,  and  left  my  name  and 
credeiitialH  at  the  hotel  ofKce,  and  sure  enough 
pretty  soon  alon^  comes  this  hi^r  fjsh  and  swal- 
lows me,  hook  and  all -hut  if  you  Know  him, 
be  kind  enough  not  to  tell  him  I  called  him  a 
fish. 

"I  know  who  they  are.  It 's  not  a  bad  name 
for  him, '  returned  Mrs.  Smith,  the  coh.r  fadin- 
from  her  face  as  they  paced  along  in  the  evening 
light.  ^ 

Ji  '^^^"  ^?  '''^  '^^"  ^^'^^  Armitage,  probably. 
Whew !  The  boy  gave  a  long-drawn  exclama- 
tion. "  Is  n't  she  a  stunner !  " 

Violet's  teeth  ground  together  for  a  moment. 
What  IS  she  like  ?  "  she  asked  quietly. 
"Oh,  she's  the  boss,  all  right.  You  can  just 
see  she  goes  through  the  world  commanding 
everybody  to  fall  down  and  worship.  Her  eyes 
are  pretty  near  black  all  the  time;  and  I  cruess  if 
anything  crossed  her,  they  'd  get  there  aU  right. 
Then  she  has  the  dandiest  mouth  you  ever  saw  — 
but  suppose  you  're  stringing  me,  and  you  know 
her,  and  mean  to  tell  her  everything  I  .say ! " 
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Mm.  Smith  UmmX  a  lau^h.  "  I  «hoiil(|  n't  think 
of  telhiiff  her  ;  hut  if  I  kn«w  her  v/dl  enoii^rh  «„d 
did  so,  you  've  naid  nothing  yet  that  ghe  would 
not  consider  flattering.  So  you  are  in  their  em- 
ploy," she  added,  after  a  moment's  silence.  "  You 
are  going  to  spend  your  days  with  them." 

"Oh,  it's  a  dandy  car!"  ejaculated  the  boy. 
"  We  've  driven  to  Point  Loma  to-dat .  You  know 
It,  perhaps  —  that  'h  where  they  claim  to  have  a 
little  private  heaven  on  earth.  I  never  saw  such 
a  beautiful  place :  such  views,  such  water,  such 
rocks,  such  grandeur  in  this  velvety,  plushy  air. 
They  have  a  whole  settlement  of  white  -  sort  of 
f»mples,  with  amethyst  domes  that  grow  more 
violet  from  the  sky ;  and  the  roads  are  bordered 
with  a  close  small  flower  the  same  color— you 
never  saw  anything  so  lovely  in  your  life.  It 's  no 
use  talking  to  Aunt  Phcebe  about  it,  she  'd  say 
North  Haddam  had  it  beat  to  a  pulp;  but  I'm 
bound  Sibyl  shan't   go  back   without   peeking 
over  the  fence,  at  least.  The  Armitages  know 
some  of  the  high  muck-a-mucks  there,  and  they 
took  me  in  with  them." 

The  pair  were  drawing  near  to  the  Bostwick 
house,  and  Claude  began  to  be  surprised  that  his 
companion  did  not  offer  to  leave  him  and  retrace 
her  steps. 

80 


Sonow'M  Plantmfi 


I  hope  Aunt  Pha.be  l.a«  Ho,„e  cold  victual, 
left,  he  remarked,  rfter  Mr..  Su.ith  had  mur- 
mured    acquiewjeuco    in    the    beauty  of    Point 

"Oh   Belle  Mid  „e  did,"  rejoined  the  Imy  irre- 

F«..bly.  Then   he  «l«„oed  at  hi.  ..,,JJZ. 

hay,  don  t  give  ine  away,  will  ,„„  ■(  B„,  B,.||, 

d«e»  .u.t  her  .o  exactly.  No  violet  horn  to  bloon. 

unseen  ahont  her !  " 

''  My  name  i,  Violet,"  remarked  Mrs.  Smith. 
Absolntely  appropriate  also,"  returned  her 
e«ort,  with  conviction.  "Two  lucky  sl,„t,  I 
wonder  how  .t  happened!  Well,  we  had  tea  about 
an  honr  and  a  half  ago.  I  .levoured  enouBh  of 
those  wa  er,  to  shingle  a  meeting-honse.  Kvery 
r  Tf':fy  '«"'""'  -«?  •  '"ok  another;  \Z 

..W,    *^''"'<'«  "gnmace  indicated  his  sufferings. 
What  an  apology  tea  is  !  " 

to  consider  .t  the  staff  of  life  before  a  month  is 
over.   Mark  my  words." 

They  had  reached  the  Bostwick  gate,  and 
Claude  observed  that  his  con.panioo  waited  for 
aim  to  open  it. 
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"Vou  Uaw  coiii«  lier«?"  |,(,  aukwd,  in  • 
chaii^rtMl  and  reijHH'tful  tone  of  i  urioHJty. 

•*  Why,  y««.  1  forgot  you  diU  n't  know  it.  I 
wii  one  of  tliu  family  now." 

"All  the  better  for  u»,"  responded  the  boy 
heartily. 

Violet  Smith  went  upstairn  vexed  with  herself 
for  her  words,  for  the  family  idea  was  precisely 
the  hiMt  she  had  ull  along  desired  to  convey ;  and 
the  discovery  that  there  was  here  still  a  link  with 
ull  she  had  left  made  her  desire  it  less  than  ever. 
She  enterwl  her  white,  simple  room  to-night 
with  a  sense  of  its  silence  and  peace ;  and  going 
to  the  dresser,  lighted  the  gas-jet  and  regarded 
her  reflection  hy  the  aid  of  its  yellow  flame. 

"  Even  that  boy  calls  her  stunning,  and  sees 
that  she  is  born  to  fascinate  and  command,"  she 
mused  ;  "  but  even  that  boy  laughs  at  her  secretly. 
There  is  something  fine  in  him  that  perceives  the 
quality  in  her.  She  and  1  can  never  attract  the 
Hiune  people.  Ut  each  one  seek  his  own  level, 
his  own  associates.  The  man— the  friend,  the 
acquaintance  evjn  whom  she  charms,  is  spoiled 
for  me.  Why,  then,  cast  one  lingering  look 
backward—"  The  growing  excitement  of  Vio- 
let's thought  was  reddening  her  cheeks  aod 
bringing  light  to  her  sombre  eyes. 

82 


Snnow'M  ntmitintj 


A  knock  iM  th«  ,|oor  H„„n.J..,|  .,ih|  hI...  «„. 
•wen^d  the  munM.on..  Sil.^I  ntood  .luT.-.a  pitclu.r 
»nd  kUm  ,„  lun.l.  -I  l.ttv,.  |,rou«l.t  you-" 
^e  began,  ami  pa.,.e.|,  .aught  hy  the  alteration 
in  Mrt.  Smith  H  face. 

;!  ^,!'^;  ^"^""^  <''-«'"'^'"  '^Ih'  Hai.l,  with  a,.  a,,o|.. 
getic  little  lau«:hather  own  familiarity, -hoxv 
•parking  you  l.u.k !  California  \n  .loing  .,,„ 
good.  "   '^ 

"  Yes,  d<,ing  ,„e  ^ood,"  repeated  Vi.det,  stand- 
ing ha.  k  for  the  girl  to  enter.  "  Th.-re  \h  a 
woman  here,  Mins  Sil.yl,  the  very  th.,ught  of 
whom  IS  a  tonic  to  me." 

"  How  delightful !  "  exclaimed  the  girl,  her 
eyen  returning  the  luminous  gaze  gla.ily. 
^  '♦Oh,  no,  not  necessarily,"  laughe.!  ti.e  other. 
Aonicsaregenerally  hitter,  aren't  they  >  This 
w  a  sort  of  mental  quinine  mingled  with  all  the 
aciu  and  stinging  ingredients  known  to  human 
ingenuity  All  rolled  together  into  a  pill  and 
swallowed,  it  produces  the  effect  you  see." 

Sibyl  gazed  at  the  guest  with  a  startled  fading 
cr  her  own  gladness.  ** 

•  y^'^'^LM V?!'^'^  **  '^®  "P^"  ^'«»^^er  and  doubt 
in  the  childlike  eyes,  and  she  took  the  pitcher 
and  glass  Sibyl  had  forgotten  and  set  them  on 
a  table. 
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"Do  you  mean  that  you  hate  this  woman?" 
aftked  the  girl  simply. 

Violet  no  Jed.  "  As  one  hates  a  toad,  or  a 
serpent,^  or  any  other  reptile  one  would  not 
touch!  she  responded;  and  while  Sibyl  stared, 
she  continued,  a  hard  light  sparkling  in  her  eyes, 

and  the  obtuseness,  the  insensitiveness  of  those 
who  are  willing  to  handle  reptiles,  people  for 
whom  they  have  no  repulsiveness,  puts  them  in 
the  same  category  ior  me." 

"  Oh  !  Oh  !  Mrs.  Smith,"  ejaculated  Sibyl,  the 
exclamation  drawn  from  her  even  more  by  the 
expression  of  Violet's  face  than  by  her  words, 

what  trouble  you  are  making  for  yourself!" 

"  I,  making  ?  " 

"Yes,  yes,"  replied  the  girl  softly.  "We 
must  n't  dare  to  hate." 

"Must n't  dare  take  the  only  relief  on  earth  for 
such  pain  as  comes  to  some  of  us?  You  baby' 
You  little  fool !"  Blue  fire  flashed  from  Violet's 
eyes,  and  she  towered  above  the  girl  in  her  sud- 
den access  of  passion. 

"  Yes,"  rejoined  Sibyl,  returning  her  gaze  un- 
moved.  "  It  would  bo  better  to  stay  in  a  burning 
building;  safer  to  court  contagion." 

Mrs.  Smith  controlled  herself  with  an  effort 
"  Pardon  me,"  she  said,  ashamed  of  her  outburst,' 
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and  realizing,  moreover,  that  such  ebullitions  were 
as  liable  to  encourage  familiarity  as  friendly  over- 
tures  would  be.  "  I  forgot  myself .  There  is  a  gulf 
between  us ;  a  gulf  of  experience.  Your  gentle 
little  rules  of  life  cannot  apply  to  me  " 

She  moved  to  the  door  and  held  it  open  for 
feibyl  to  pass  out ;  but  the  girl  stood  still. 

Mrs.  Smith,  I  understand  your  impatience 
with  me   but  ;^ou're  wrong;  for  the  child  who 
knows  that  two  and  two  make  four  has  discovered 
the  same  principle  and  is  on  as  firm  a  foundation 
as  the  mathematician  who  calculates  an  eclipse." 
Violet  Smith  s  gaze  remained  fixed  on  the  seri- 
ous, sweet  eyes.  "Have  you  ever  had  a  trouble  in 
your  hfe  ?    she  asked  -  "  I  mean  beyond  the  loss 
ot  a  canary  bird,  or  the  cutting  of  two  sleeves  for 
the  same  arm  ?  " 

"  '  '7  ^^d  no  great  trouble  such  as  has  come 

to  you  but  I  suffered  a  great  deal  for  other  people 

until  I  found  the  Universal  Solvent  of  trouble." 

And  that  is-  "  asked  Mrs.  Smith,  with  curl- 
mg  iip. 

"God  himself,"  returned  Sibyl  quietly. 
^  Mrs    Smith  shook  her  head.  « I  'm  not  reli- 
gious," she  said  briefly. 
J  And  have  you  had  a  good  time?"  asked  the 
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The  woman's  eyes  flashed  at  her. 
"We're  hvin^r  uuder  laws,"  said  Sibyl;  "and 
the  great   Law  that  Good  works  out  for  us  is 
that  either  through  learning  the  truth,  or  else  by 
suffenng  the  consequences  of  ignorance,  we're 
driven  to  where  we  can  be  taken  care  of  and 
brought  into  harmony.  You  are  to-night  like  a 
musical  instrument  that  has  been  wrongly  handled 
by  yourself  as  well  as  other  people   until  you 
jangle  with  discord.  It  will  be  so  until  you  appeal 
to  the  great  Tuner :  Love." 

"  Love  ! "  echoed  Violet  bitterly.  « It  has  made 
all  the  trouble  I  ever  knew.  Hate  is  calm,  cool, 
comforting,  strengthening  by  comparison."  The 
speaker  stiffened  to  her  full  height,  and  her  fin- 
gers whitened  on  the  door  she  held.  "  All  I  ask 
is  never  to  know  love  again ;  to  feel  no  taint  or 
hint  of  It  in  heart  or  brain.  You  have  thought 
out  some  philosophy  whose  theory  satisfies  you 
m  your  inexperience.  Wait  until  it  has  to  stand 
a  strain ;  then  and  then  only  the  gulf  between  us 
can  narrow." 

Sibyl  smiled  at  her  with  shining  eyes.  «  Nar- 
row until  we  can  cross  it,"  she  said  ;  "  and  either 
I  can  jump  across  and  hate  with  you,  or  you  can 
jump  across  and  love  with  me.  I  warn  you  that 
whatever  comes,  I  shall  not  jump  across,  because 
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Bible    T?         V  """""".-  "f  ""■'  »«■"«"»  "'  f'e 
Bke.    Tl  s:  'tvery  plant   that   „.y   Heavenly 

father  hati,  not  planted  shall  be  rooted  up.'  No^ 
hT'"^ «' ' "'t'J°  •»«-'  ""-d  you,  but  '.,/,«« 

love  ^U^Tr^^  ^  *^'*"'''  P'*""  ""'y  *>-'«"  "f 
love.  That  I  know,  .mmovably ;  and  the  rooting 

up  n.  a  painful  process.  I  won't  sow  anytliins  of 

the  wrong  sort  consciously;  and  I  have  known, 

the  bluff,  that  you  were  doing  so  every  day  :  nur- 
tunng  sorrow  and  hate,  watering  the  plants  with 
your  tears -those  plants  that  cannot  be  eternal. 
Xhe  great  Law  „  always  working,  and  this  year 

sulf  Z ''  :'"'='',""«'"'  'hat  they  will  afflict  you 
sufficiently  to  make  you  cease  to  cherish  them." 
Violets  eye3  grew  darker  as  the  girl  spoke 
slowly.  She  tried  to  hold  firmly  to  scorn  of'^her 

Z  her.  ""''  '^"'"'  '"''"'  ''^San  to  con- 

"Sit  down,"  she  said,  waving  her  hand  toward 
a  chair;  and  she  closed  the  door  which  she  had 
been  holding  wide. 
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CONFIDBNCfcS 

Sibyl  seated  herself,  and  Mrs.  Smith  took  a  chair 
near  her. 

"  You  are  a  strange  girl  and  talk  a  strange 
language,"  she  began.  "  It  is  as  if,  in  spite  of 
your  college  career,  you  had  not  yet  begun  to 
live  in  this  world.  I  believe  no  man  has  touched 
your  life.  I  looked  in  your  room  for  his  possible 
i  '^ture,  and  there  was  none.  Had  there  been,  I 
t  aid  say  no  more  to  you ;  for  the  vanity  of  every 
woman  who  loves  is   to  believe  that  no  other 
woman  has  ever  loved  so.  I  was  a  girl  not  ex- 
cessively romantic.  I  had  many  interests,  and  a 
worldly  mother  whose  shrewd  ideas  concerning 
matrimony  were  carefully  instilled  into  me.  It 
was  a  state  to  be  plunged  into  head  first;  never 
heart  first.  I  was  not  a  credit  to  her  teaching, 
and  yet  fortune  favored  me.  I  fell  in  love  at  last 
with  that  rush  and  abandon  of  sentiment  with 
which  tales  always  invest  the  man's  feeling  for 
the  woman  ;  never  vice  versa  when  a  happy  end- 
ing is  foreshadowed.  The  man,  while  not  wealthy, 
was  H      vorite  socially,  and  eligible  even  from 
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my  mother's  point  of  view.  He  seemed  no  more 
attracted  to  me  than  he  was  to  half  a  dozen  other 
girls,  and  I  had  sufficient  grace  to  let  no  ray  of 
my  feeling  appear ;  but  the  building  in  which 
he  spent  his  days  became  a  temple  for  me ;  the 
streets  through  which  he  passed  thither  shone  as 
if  the  cobblestones  had  been  of  gold.  His  rela- 
tives were  surrounded  with  an  alluring  glamour, 
and  I  made  a  thousand  excuses  for  being  in  their 
company.  Two  men  whom  my  mother  highly  ap- 
proved proposed  to  me,  and  I  had  great  difficulty 
in  soothing  her  exasperation  at  my  refusal  of 
both.  At  last  the  day  came;  the  night:  it  was 
one  evening  when  he  and  I  were  of  a  house  party 
in  the  country.  Thrown  with  me  constantly  for 
several  days,  he  felt  suddenly   that   I   was  the 
woman  for  him."  The  speaker  paused,  and  looked 
m  musing  silence  through  the  star-lit  window. 
"I  did   not   accept  him   at   once.    I  kept  the 
pent-up  ocean  of  feeling  within  me  still  under 
the  control  it  had  known  for  months.    It  meant 
all  the  world  to  me,  and  heaven,  and  eternity, 
that  I  should  mean  to  him  what  he  meant  to  me. 
I  would  not  open   the  flood-gates  until  I  was 
sure.    I  asked  him  to  give  me  two  weeks,  and 
he  consented.    It  was  a  wonderful  two  weeks 
for  me,  and  my  certainty  grew  steadily  toward 
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ecstasy,  as  he  persistently  plied  the  lover's  arts 
apparently   more  eager  with  each   passing  day 
for  my  consent.    My  mother  received  him  with 
complaisance,  although  his  immediate  predeces- 
mv  had  been  richer  and  therefore  preferable." 
1  he  speaker  paused  again  as  memory's  pictures 
burned  p.tdessly.    "  Some  time  after  our  mar- 
riage   one  of  my  girl   friends  from  New  York 
visited  in  Boston  and  I  entertained  her.  My  hus- 
band was  in  a  way  a  public  man,  and  was  brought 
m  contact  with   many  women,  but    never  the 
taintest  breath  of  unhappiness  had  touched  me 
until  the  coming  of  this  girl.  She  was  a  blight 
in  our  home.    She  hypnotized  him.   She  passed 
hrough  my  life  like  a  withering  blast.  He  had 
known  her  well  and  without  sentiment  before 
our  marria-e,  but  it  was  not  in  her  nature  to 
witness  ti.e  devotion  of  so  attractive  a  man  to 
another  woman,  even  his  wife,  without  the  en- 
deavor  to  win  him.  There  is  nothing  new  about 
the  story    It  of  te.  happens.    Little  by  little  she 
writhed  herself  into  our  affairs,  and  began  to 
create  trying  situations  where  he  must  choose, 
and  let  the  world  see  to  which  he  paid  allegiance. 
1  made  no  fight.  I  again  controlled  that  flood  of 
my  tenderness  and  guarded  it  from  him,  for  if 
It  were  to  be  worth  anything,  he  must  seek  it.  He 
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was  tired    nervoiin,   mipatient,    reproachful.    It 
was  the  old  story  :  ^  Love  is  of  man's  life  a  thiiH^ 
apart    1 18  woman's  whole  existence.'  One  niirht 
lie  hud  promised  that  we  should  visit  this  irirl  in 
a  house  where  she  had  gone  from  ours.   We  had 
been  going  out  a  great  deal.    He  was  burning 
the  candle  at  both  ends,  and   I   knew  he  could 
iiot  endure  it  much  longer.  I  begged   that  we 
might  stay  at  home  this  one  evening:  told  him 
how  tired  I  was,  myself,  and  tried  to  attract  him 
to  thoughts  of  the  restful  hours  we  might  have. 
1  even   suppressed   my   resentment,  and   said  I 
would  telephone  this  girl  and  make  it  right.  He 
replied  carelessly  that  if  either  of  us  'phoned,  it 
would  have  to  be  himself.    The  declaration  was 
tuel  to  my  flame,  but  I  persisted  gently  that  he 
stay  with  me,  and  showed  no  excitement.  I  felt 
that  his  decision  would  be  crucial.  He  went    As 
soon  as  the  door  had  closed  behind  him,  I  went 
upstairs  and  packed  my  clothes  without  any  haste. 
I  knew  that  if  I  were  busy  in  the  small  hours,  I 
should  still  be  alone.  It   was  of  no  use  to  go 
to  my  mother.  She  would  not  submit  for  one 
moment  to  my  step;  so  I  ordered  a  carriage  and 
drove  to  the  house  of  an  aunt  who  was  devoted 
to  me,  and  too  separated  from  the  world,  owino- 
to  her  invalidism,  to  hear  any  echoes  of  its  excite''- 
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ment.  I  never  have  «een  my  husband  since  that 
liignt.  It  was  four  months  ago." 

As  she  paused,  Sibyl,  watching  her  with  pained. 
J^de  eyes,  spoke;  "But  what  did  your  husband 

"He  went  to  my  mother,  who  shared  to  the  full 
his  anger  and  hurt  pride.  She  implored  me  to 
return  before  it  was  too  late ;  and  she  told  our 
friends  that  I  was  devoting  myself  to  my  invalid 
aunt  to  the  exclusion  of  every  other  interest.  She 
praised  me  in  public  and  plead  with  me  fiercely 
in  private.    I  cared  less  than  nothing  for  the 
speech  of  people.  I  had  been  cast  from  heaven 
into  hell  and  pin-pricks  could  not  make  them- 
selves  felt  through  my  torment.  If  my  husband 
had  even  then  said,  '  I  love  you,  Violet,  and  you 
only    That  other  woman  is  less  than  nothing  to 
me.  Let  us  leave  the  town  and  go  to  some  quiet 
plac.  away  from  the  city's  turmoil  where  we  can 
leurn  to  forget  this  nightmare  dream,'  — but  no 
his  attitude  was  one  of  anger  and  reproach.  He 
took  the  ground  that  my  action  was  caprice,  and 
hat  by  the  time  I  repented  of  it,  it  would  be  too 
ate  to  repair  the  injury  done  an  innocent  girl  by 
the  gossip  which  would  fix  upon  her  as  the  cause 
ot  our  quarrel." 

Violet   suddenly   rose  and   paced   the   floor 
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"  Even  then,  his  first  thought  wm  for  her !  '  An 
innocent  girl '  !  "  She  laughed  hitterly.  "  8il>yl 
It  IS  true  that  in  every  lov.^affair  there  in  one  who' 
loves,  and  one   who  is  h.ved.  The  passive  one 
only  goes  on  daily  growing  more  exacting,  ac- 
cepting each  new  offering  on  the  conjugal  altar 
as  merely  his  or  her  due,  and  the  poor  fool  who 
accepts  fewer  and  fewer  crumbs  of  kindnesH  in 
return  for  the  whole  sum  of  her  lavished  wealth 
has  a  choice  of  two  evils.  She  n,ay  continue  to 
endure  the  pangs  of  a  half-starved  existence,  or 
she  may  cut  loose  entirely,  and  exchange  ever- 
recurring  disappointment  for  that  sort  of  blessed- 
ness enjoyed  by  those  who  expect  nothing.  There 
could  be  but  one  choice  for  me.  I  must  have  all 

^""^"i^"  ®H"®»<^  w'^ve  of  the  speaker's  hand 
nnished  her  sentence. 

Violet  met  her  companion's  eyes  as  they  un- 
consciously followed  her  restless  movements,  and 
presently  she  came  back  and  again  took  the  chair 
beside  the  young  girl. 

"  It  was  but  four  weeks  after  my  arrival  at  my 
aunt  s  house  that  she  died.  My  mother  said  my 
action  hastened  the  end,  but  it  was  not  so.  Again 
and  again  my  aunt  expressed  her  gratitude  for  my 
devotion.  She  had  no  children,  and  she  left  me 
money  that  is  giving  me  independence  to-day  j 
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that  w.  I  ^,»o  me  in.l..,H.nde„c«  „f  „||  ,(,„  |,„..f„| 
«..r.li<l  .l«t»,l.  „f  ,..,„,r„ti„„.  It  „o,.l.l  n't  „,„,„., 
howover.fn.,,l„-,  it.  Nothing  „,.,.|,,i,.,,,,' 
me  to  take  one  oent  from  tlm  man  I  loved  " 

"heparatioii  —  "  re|«9ite<l  Sibyl, 

"  Ve»."  Violet  claupe,!  |,..r  h.n.l,  till  e«,.|, 
finKer  wl„t.«e. .  "I  long  f„r  the  ,l«y  w|,c„  n,v 
de«ert.o„  nhall  |,„v„  „t  ,,im  free  from  me  onlv 
le™  inten«,ly  than  I  „,„.«  |„„ge.l  for  that  whici. 
"hould  hmd  me  to  him," 

"  An.l  your  mother?  Surely  you  ,,,„'t  ;„,„„, 
your  mother?  '8""'e 

"I  nu.,t  be  firm  with  her,  for  w«  have  „„  com- 
mon  Krouud    My  «,„.t-»  will  exa»,K.raU.,  her,  for 

J^^»  would  hke  me  to  be  starved  into  re.»r„i„K. 
She  absolutely  refuse,  to  attach  any  blame  to  my 

husband  for  w^hat  she  terms  hi,  possible  «nt^ 

mental  la,,.n,  they  being  less  than  nothioR  in  her 

eye.  compared  to  the  enormity  of  my  furn ng 

foodjor  the  gossips.  Oh.  Sibyl,  Sibyl,  I  am  so 

The  girl  was  already  holding  her  friend's  cold 
hands  el..»e,  and  now  the  small  head  with  its  jettv 
c  own  fell  on  her  shoulder  and  she  clasped  a  sob- 
bing  woman  m  her  strong  young  arms. 

Ihere  ,s  a  right  way  out  of  every  wrong  sit- 
uation," she  said  softly.  *" 
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h«»e  the  „,.„„j.  !••  «,,,,„„|  vi„|„,.  ..  „  ,.,„„^^ 

n.«  ..very  «,„  ,t  ,.fr„,|,,  ,|,.,  |,„„i,,,„  „ , 

on,.. ...  V  ...  ot  S„.i„,  ,|>l,  „i«|,t™,,„  „f''.liv„„.« 
hn«  ™„„. ;  „n.l  »Ih.,.  tl,,.  tra,„iti„„  timo  i,  ,„„  | 

<l«te. .  cn,,,.l..,  tl„„ff  wU|,„,„  ,,„,„,  i,.  „,.,  „„^,,{ ,. 
>Si  ..yl  1...M  her  .•I..HI.,  „„,|  ,„„le,l  her  hmvi,,,; 

Presently  Violet  ,lr-  ,   herself  ,„v„v  „,„I  .,. 

tempte,   to  ,lry  her  ,.c)  .„K  eye«.  ■•  V,,,i  ,ee  „„v. 
with    »li   y.Mir   kllMJ.u™,    how   ,„ele»»   It   i,   f„, 

you  to  thmk  that  ,„,.  can  n„,lcr»ta„,l  my  -n.y 

phe,  bat     -  S,Uy\  |„„ke,l  oil  between  the  breeze- 

Mown  curU,„._ ..  tw 1  two  are  four  j„,t  the 

«me      Her  gaze  retnrne,!  to  her  eon,,.anl»„. 

child  before  the  bla.kboar.l,  eonf„«e,l  by  the  mi,! 

take  that  ha«  entered   into  hi,  ealcnlation.    It 

em,  to  h,m  that  the  example  will  never  come 

£  '  r  I*,"  '  '""™^"  '""  '""''  "■'■•  «"  it 
h-I ele„.  All  th.,  time  i,  the  principle  of  mathe- 
matics con,c,ou,  of  any  error  ?  It  know,  only  the 
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truth.  When  the  Ntiuiciit  M>eH  the  right  inttetid 
of  the  wronjf,  the  prohlem  i*  hoIvwI,  arid  it  teem* 
M  if  the  principle  of  nmthenmticM  had  Uken  pity 
on  him,  when  in  reality  it  never  iiaw  anv  error 
Ht  all,  hut  knew  the  truth,  and  nothinj^  hut  the 
truth,  every  minute.  .fui.t  m  with  God'*  law  of 
I^ove.  It  known  only  love,  only  goodnetn,  only 
harmony,  only  perfection,  and  we  may  avail  our- 
selvei,  of  it.  When  we  feel  it*  help,  it  Memn  to 
our  HeuHe  to  take  pity  on  uh.  •  Like  an  a  Father 
pitieth  his  children,*  hut  in  reality  it  knows  no- 
thing of  diiicord  or  pain." 

Mrs.  Smith  shook  her  head.  "I  have  thought 
very  little  ahout  God;  hut  if  I  had  oi.o,  and 
He  knew  and  cared  nothing  for  niy  sorrow,  I 
would  not  have  Him  for  my  Deity." 

Sihyl'a  shining  eyes  looked  upward  from  her 
friend's  howed  head.  "  I  would  not  dare  to  have 
a  God  who  knew  anything  of  evil,"  she  said 
slowly,  "  for  then  He  would  not  be  Infinite  Good. 
Knowing  only  the  refulgence  of  eternal  verity 
and  perfection,  He  will  lead  me  to  know  it  too." 

The  blue  eyes,  hard  and  de-  »iring  under  their 
reddened  lids,  looked  up  int<.  the  confident  and 
radiant  countenance  that  returned  her  gaze. 

"  There  U  a  gulf  between  us,"  went  on  Sibyl, 
"  as  you  said  a  few  minutes  ago.  It  is  a  chasm 
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At  loaat  kiicM  k  on  t|i«  wooil." 

Sibyl    .,„il.,|.     "  I    h.v.   «    U,tt.r   ,,).,.,    ,0 

"You  were  born  .,„eer,"  «i,|  Violet,  roft.rd- 
">g  her  c.on>|«m„„  beavily.  "  V„„r  „„„t  ,„|J  „, 

r    Y"»  .""'7. '«"••'  «itl' «  l.lin.1  fuitb,  and  yo„ 
Imve  retoine,!  .t  u,,  to  year.  .,f  .li^.re-^  ,..••    ■* 

Ye«,    replied  th.  girl,  "  it  apt     ..     ,„  „, 

not.  While  I  wa,  a  child,  grown-up  ,«„ple 
a«u,ed  m.  that  there  wa,;  «,  .bere  J„.ld  bul 
one  opeal  co„clu.io„.  When  1  grew  older,  I 
found  that  I  was  correct." 

A  Hash  illumined  Violef.  dimmed  eyes.  "  You 
c«.  «e  how  much  He  haa  interested  bin.«.lf  in 
my  affairs,    she  returned. 

"  I  ««rtainly   have,"  was   the   passionate  re- 
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sponse.  "  Did  any  poor  wretch  ever  pray  harder 
than  I  — wakeful  night  after  wakeful  night! 
Oh,  if  you  knew  how  your  sweetness  and  confi- 
dence exasperate  me !  The  accidental  sweetness 
that  was  horn  with  you;  the  confidence  that 
has  never  been  tried." 

*  Gently,  gently,"  returned  Sibyl.  "  One  can't 
reach  even  the  age  of  twenty-three  without  any 
trials  of  confidence.  You  have  called  me  igno- 
rant a  number  of  times."  The  speaker  smiled, 
and  her  watchmg  companion  could  see  the  tinge 
of  amusement  in  her  clear  eyes  "  I  think  the 
time  has  come  to  convict  you  of  a  certain  igno- 
rance." 

"  Poor  child,  poor  child,"  murmured  Violet, 
shaknig  her  head.  "  No  woman  can  have  any 
experience  until  she  has  loved  a  man." 

The  amusement  became  more  evident  in  Sibyl's 
frank  face.  "  The  experienced  scholar  wrestling 
with  Euchd  has  no  firmer  principle  to  proceed 
on  than  has  the  little  girl  who  knows  two  and 
two  are  four  and  not  five,"  she  answered.  «  You 
did  n't  begin  with  the  right  knowledge.  For  in- 
stance, if  the  trolley-car  does  n't  seize  the  electric 
power.  It  does  n't  move,  does  it  ?  " 
"  No." 

"  Supposing  it  stood  on  the  rails  imploring  the 
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power  to  come  to  it  and  Rive  it  awift  and  suc- 
cess „l  passage  to  its  destination.  How  \Z 
would  It  wait,  do  you  think?"  ^ 

Violet  shook  her  head. 

gone  fiom  her  sweet  ejes.    "  When  you  pray  to 
God  you  ask  Him  to  come  down  where  y'ol^ar^ 
-hating  a  woman -one  of  his  children;  „un- 
■shmg  another,  your  husban.I;  resisting  another 
your  mo  her.    Instead  of  attaching  yourse  f  to 

Ll  ,h       u     T  '^"""  '"  y*""-  fm-'ltuous  mor- 
tal thought  and  minister  to  your  hurt  heart  in 

that  the  car  stands  still  ?  " 

Violet  caught  her  lip  between  her  teeth.  "  If 
I  had  not  thought  you  would  sympathise  with 
me,  I  should  never  have  talked  as  I  have  to- 
night,    she  said. 

"  I  do  sympathize  with  you,"  returned  the  girl 

Why  not  doubt  them  and  try  new  ones  ?  As  I  Ve 
told  you  before  you  have  attracted  me  from  the 
first,  and  I  would  do  any  right  thing  I  could  for 
jou.  If  you  will  take  my  friendship,  it  is  yours  • 
and  you  can  scarcely  expect  that  I  shall  not  try' 
to  narrow  the  chasm  between  us -that  chasm 
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which  Is  nothing  but  an  optical  illusion.    Your 
life  now  is  like  a  disordered  room.  The  furniture 
is  in  chaotic  confusion,  and  the  woist  of  it  is,  the 
windows  are  so  dusty  and  cobwebby  that  not 
enough  light  can  come  through  for  you  to  see 
how  to  move  safely  in  your  environment.  You 
strike  yourself  against  this  knob  and  that  corner 
until  you  are  bruised  from  head  to  foot."   Sibyl 
held  the  other's  heavy  eyes  svith  a  loving  gaze. 
"  You  can't  think,"  she  went  on  slowly,  "  how  I 
long  to  take  a  sponge  full  of  the  water  of  truth 
and  wash  those  windows  —  even  a  small  part  of 
one,  so  that  enough  light  may  come  in  for  you 
to  walk  by  and  avoid  such  hurts." 

The  two  looked  at  each  other  for  a  long,  silent 
space,  then  Violet  spoke  slowly :  "  It  ig  evident 
enough  that  you  are  honest.  You  make  me  wish 
at  moments  that  I  did  n't  know  better  than  to  be 
a  fool  like  you." 

After  another  silent  moment  Sibyl  rose.  "I 
will  go  away  now  and  let  you  rest,"  she  said. 
"Let  me  leave  two  sentences  with  you.  You 
know  them  well.  You  've  said  them  many  times 
m  church.  You  never  believed  them ;  but  they 
may  be  believed,  and  more  than  that,  they  may 
be  proved— here  and  now,  in  this  world:  God 
is  Love.  God  is  Omnipotent." 
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Violet  did  not  move  or  speak.  She  stared 
through  the  open  window.  Sibyl  stooped  and 
kissed  her  cheek,  then  ahe  went  out  and  closed 
the  door  behind  her. 
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OLD    FRIENDS 

One  week  later,  Miss  Armitage  and  her  father  sat 
at  breakfast  on  their  balcony,  facing  the  sea. 

A  copy  of  the  "  New  York  Sun  "  was  leaning 
against  the  sugar-bowl,  and  Mr.  Annitage  read 
absorbedly   while   he    munched   his   toast.    His 
daughter,  holding  a    late   novel    in   one   hand 
sipped  from  her  coifee-cup  and  its  pages  simulta- 
neously. The  waves  lapped  the  shore  quietly  this 
morning,  and    the   ever-radiant,  ever-uncloudt  J 
sun  shone  down  upon  the  idle  population  of  the 
great  hotel,  offering  a  new  day  of  the  perfect 
weather  for  which  they  had  ceased  to  be  grateful 
The  entrance  of  a  bell-boy  bringing  the  mail 
caused  a  break  in  the  reigning  silence,  and  Belle 
Armitage  dropped  her  book  with  alacrity  to  re- 
ceive the  letters. 

Her  father's  expressionless  eyes  roved  from  his 
column  to  the  mail  in  her  hand  and  back  again, 
hhe  silently  placed  all  that  was  addressed  to  him 
beside  his  plate,  and  hurriedly  finishing  ber  coffee 
pushed  back  her  chair  and  broke  the  blue  seal 
of  a  dainty  envelope.  Her  eyes  scanned  the  open- 
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ing  lineg  of  the  letter  carelessly,  then  she  began 
to  read  attentively.  * 

"  I  did  n't  realize,  my  dear,  that  I  had  been 
mum  about  Dick  Chamberlain.  It  wasn't  inten- 
tional.  You  can't  quite  expect   me  to  make  a 
tebulated  list  of  all  the  unlucky  wights  you  mow 
down  on  the  occasions  of  your  triumphal  progress 
through  our  sober  and  sedate  city,  and  keep  you 
posted  as  to  their  symptoms  and  the  rate  of  their 
convalescence ;  but  since  you  ask  me  especially 
about  Dick,  I  will  tell  you  that  I  never  saw  him 
appear  more  stalwart  and  fit  than  he  did  this 
morning.    His  damask   cheek    seemed   as   free 
from  wormy  inroads  as  any  I  ever  saw,  and  he 
was  as  well-groomed  and  good  to  look  upon  as 
ever.   His  surplice  was  just  as  becoming,  and 
that  absurdly  golden  head  of  his  just  as  straitly 
brushed,  as  if  you  had  never  given  him  a  mi 
ment  s  abstraction. 

"No,  you  are  mistaken.  There  has  been  nothing 
intentional  in  my  silence  concerning  Dick  It  is 
so  many  years  that  I  have  been  accustomed  to 
seeing  him  on  the  organ-bench  at  The  Holy  Saints 
that  It  never  occurs  to  me  as  an  exciting  circum- 
stance. I  admit  that  when  the  sermon  doesn't 
interest  me  I  at  times  console  myself  remotely 
with  the  symmetry  of  his  profile  and  ear  and 

103 


f  '^:»  .ilk-A.mLx.Jfe«i«*l.  t    M    '%  aI 


.- JL^^  ^ 


The  Leaven  of  Love 


head,  but  that  is  because  I  am  an  artist:  not  be- 
cause I  am  a  woman.  Truth  to  tell,  I  don't  feel 
that  I  have  any  particular  call  to  talk  about  Dick 
Chan.berlain  to  you.  They  adore   him   at   The 
Holy  Saints,  down  to  the  la«t  and  smallest  choir- 
boy, but  th.y  adore  their  dignity  and  churchli- 
ness  more ;  and  nothing  i„  the  world  except  the 
majestic  Mrs.  Quayle-Smith's  indignant  proteste 
and  partisanship  soothed  the  powers  that  were 
and  are  into  retaining  him  on  that  organ-bench. 
Just  how  much  was  accident  and  how  much  mis- 
chief  on  your  part,  I  don't  know ;  for  I  keep  out 
of  the  swim  you  love,  and  neither  saw  nor  heard 
much  of  the  trouble  except  that  Violet  disap- 
peared, and  in  every  little  eddy  and  whirlpool  of 
gossip  your  name  was  mixed  up  with  her  disap- 
pearance. It  's  horrid  for  you  in  any  case,  and  I 
teel  that  I  ought  to  tell  you  that  Dick  is  going 
off  on  a  vacation.  No,  he  is  n't  ill.  It 's  only  that 
he  has  a  sinew.  We  all  know  that  a  poor  excuse 
18  better  than  none  for  Dickie  when  he  yearns  to 
roam ;  but  this  sinew  is  a  weeping  one  -  weeping 
foryouorViolet?  Which?  At  any  rate,  it's  genu- 
ine,  because  I  saw  it  myself.  He  claims  that  it  has 
been  giving  him  a  lot  of  trouble,  and  that  he  has 
been  playing  the  organ  with  his  feet  for  weeks: 
and  the  upshot  is  that  The  Holy  Saints  with  one 

104 


.H  u 


Old  Fnrnd^ 


accord  are  shooing  him  away,  and  I  only  hope  for 
your  «ake  he  won't  happen  to  choose  to  diTport 
himself  mCahfornia.  Perhap.  Udy  Quayle-Smith 
will  accompany  poor  Sonny.  If  ^he  does,  you  'd 
better  embark  on  the  first  shallop  that  touches 
your  shining  strand  ;  for  in  spite  of  her  unswerv- 
mg  defense  of  him,  you  may  be  certain  you  are 
not  popular  with  her."  ^ 

The  remainder  of  the  letter  scarcely  received 
passing  attention  from  Miss  Armitage.  Her  novel 
too,  was  forgotten,  and,  leaning  back  in  her  chair! 
she  looked  off  over  the  sea,  a  smile  touching  the 
corners  of  her  lips. 

Her  father  glanced  at  the  bills  beside  his  plate 
and  then  across  at  the  girl  in  her  pale  green  negli- 

u  u  wu  '*"?'  °^  ^^'  expression  impressed 
him.  What 's  the  news  ?  "  he  asked,  folding  his 
paper. 

Her  eyes  became  guarded,  and  she  smothered 
a  yawn  behind  her  hand. 

"Nothing,"  she  answered  carelessly.  "Molly 
Tyler  has  written  me  a  little  gossip  about  the 
Boston  crowd.  Dick  Chamberlain  has  something 
the  matter  with  his  hand  and  is  going  off  on  a 
vacation  somewhere." 


Gad,  if  I   kiiew  whe 


re  it  was,  I'd  follow 


him  !"  ejaculated  Mr.  Armitage.     "'no  hseins 
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time  where  Dick  ii,  that  is,  if  marrUge  has  n't 
changed  him.    What  does  Molly  say  about  his 
wife?   Is  she  through  pouting  yet  ?  " 
**  I  believe  not." 

"Confoundedly  awkward  for  him.  Why  must 
some  women  be  fools,  and  some  arrant  mischief- 
makers?  Branscomb  was  telling  me  back  in  New 
York  that  it  was  some  girl  — some  girl  of  his 
own  set  and  station  —  that  came  between  Dick  and 
his  wife,  alienated  his  affections  and  all  that  sort 
of  thing.  How  much  was  there  in  that?  You 
ought  to  have  seen  something  of  .t  while  you 
were  thereat  New  Year's." 

The  color  burned  high  in  Belle's  cheeks,  and 
she  drummed  with  her  letter  on  the  breakfast-table. 
"  A  girl  as  jealous  as  Violet  Smith  ought  not  to 
marry,"  she  returned.  "  No  man  is  going  to  ig- 
nore every  woman  but  one,  and  that  is  the  only 
sort  of  devotion  that  would  satisfy  her." 

Mr.  Armitage  nodded.  "  It 's  a  wife's  business 
to  minimize  her  husband's  peccadillos,  not  mag- 
nify them  before  the  world.  See  to  it  that  you 
remember  that,  Belle,  when  your  time  comes." 

The  girl  shrugged  her  shoulders.  "  I  'm  in  no 
hurry  to  undertake  it,"  she  said.  She  spoke  coolly, 
but  her  thoughts  were  in  a  flutter.  «  It 's  a  pity  '' 
she  added,  « that  we  don't  know  where  Dick  will 
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betok.  hin,«lf.  I  f.„ey  it  ^^M  do  him  g^  ,„ 
take  a  few  gpins  in  our  car  " 

taJ7«{f  l"^»'"^  ^^""^'"  ^"^^^''^^^  Wr.  Armi. 

in  not  follow  h.m;  but  if  he  Ih  anywhere  in 
Cahfornia,  we'll  give  him  a  surpriHe  party  " 
*ather  and  daughter  rose  from  the  table. 
When  are  we  going  out?"  she  asked. 
Wot  till  afternoon.   Raynor  had  to  take  the 
machine  to  town  this  morning  for  some  repairs." 
Claude  was  in  fact  at  that  moment  carefully 
driving  his  car  upon  the  ferry-boat  which  plied 
between  the  Beach  and  the  neighboring  city    fie 
spent  some  hours  at   the  garage  and   then  re- 
turned.  As  he  was  moving  the    ar  slowly  from 
the  ferry  to  terra  firma  again,  .e  saw  among 
the  crowd  leaving  the  boat  a  figure  that  he  recog- 
mzed.  Surpnse  and  eagerness  lent  a  glow  to  his 
face  as  he  engineered  the  machine  among  the 
pedestnans  until  ho  came  within   calling   dis- 
tance  of  the  man  h<  sought. 

The  latter  carried  a  suit-case  in  his  left  hand 
and  was  just  about  to  board  a  waiting  trolley-ca; 
when  he  heard  his  name  spoken. 

He  looked  doubtfully  toward  the  chauffeur  in 
the  red  machine  from  whom  the  call  had  seemed 
to  come. 
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Claud©  took  off  hig  cap  and  smiled.  "  You 
don't  know  me  in  these  togs,  Mr.  Chamber- 
lain." 

The  man's  face  lighted  pleasantly.  "  Why,  Kay 
nor!  How  are  you,  boy?"  he  ejaculated,  and 
dropping  his  suit-case,  he  shook  hands  with  the 
young  fellow. 

"  I  judged  you  were  going  to  the  hotel,  and 
thought  you  might  like  a  lift,"  said  Claude. 

"I  would  emphatically.  I've  a  game  hand,  and 
lifts  are  what  I  'm  after."  He  threw  the  suit-case 
into  the  tonneau  and  jumped  in  beside  Claude, 
and  the  machine  started.  "  By  the  time  this  right 
hand  concludes  to  get  well,  I  shall  be  completely 
ambidextrous.  Well,  Claude,  who's  left  you  a 
fortune?" 

"  Nobody.  That 's  the  reason  I  'm  driving  an- 
other man's  car." 

"  I  see.  Experimenting  with  his  so  as  to  make 
no  mistakes  with  your  own.  Wise  lad.  Have  you 
toured  way  from  the  East  ?  " 

"  No,  no  such  luck.  Same  old  railroad  for  me. 
Say,  Mr.  Chamberlain,  it 's  bully  to  see  you  out 
here." 

"  Well,  it 's  bully  for  me  to  see  a  welcoming 
face.  I  don't  happen  to  know  of  any  friends  in 
this    part   of   the   world   just   now.  What   has 
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broiijfht    you    Wett?     To   grow    up  with   the 
country  ?  " 

"  Scarcely.  I  expect  to  get  hack  to  my  own 
hefore  io  very  lonjf .  I'erhnpH  you  rfniember  when 
I  waa  in  the  prep  HchiN)!  in  HoHton  and  sang  in 
your  choir,  I  had  a  iiister  in  town  with  me  ?  " 

"  Perfectly,'  replied  the  oKler  man  prcHijptly. 
Ai  a  matter  of  fact,  he  natunilly  ha<l  no  recollec- 
tion of  it  whatever,  the  whole  matter  heinj;  five 
yeara  back ;  hut  he  knew  he  iihould  rememl>er 
when  Claude  had  talked  a  few  minutes  lonjjer, 
for  it  was  hin  policy  to  make  every  hoy  in  the 
choir  feel  \m  personal  interest,  and  this  was  a 
large  factor  in  the  completenesg  of  their  loyal 
devotion. 

"  I  remember  one  day  out  at  camp  you  noticed 
her  picture  and  thought  she  was  a  nice-looking 
kid,"  went  on  the  boy,  who,  like  all  his  mates, 
never  forgot  the  rare  expression  of  a  golden 
opinion  from  their  idol.  "  She  was  getting  ready 
for  Smith  then  —  " 

"  I  recall  it  perfectly,"  said  Chamberlain,  this 
time  honebtly. 

"  Well,  when  we  both  left  college,  the  aunt 
who  brought  us  up,  Mrs.  Bostwick,  had  a  chance 
to  come  out  here  and  be  understudy  for  a  board- 
ing-house keeper  for  a  year,  and  Aunt  Phoebe 
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thought  .t  would  h.  th«  n«king«f  u.  physically. 
JO  w.  .II  took  th«  roncl.  Sha '.  prtttyik  of  it' 
hm^^im  .he  .  .  cc.„«rm.d  Y.nkei..  and  I  biK..me 
r«.tive,  m  I  took  thin  job.  How  l.m,  ev.rythinir 
go....    with    you.    Mr.    Ch.nil>erlaif,  ? "    CUud 
looked  around  at  hi.  com,Mii,ion  with  th«  old  ad- 
miration.  -  Many  a  Sunday  while  I  wa.  at  Tool, 
I  w««  ,„  the  back  of  the  church  li.tening.  No 
c-hoir  like  our.,  I  tell  you."  * 

"Any  voice  now.  Claude  ?  "  a.ked  Chan,be^ 
lain,  accepting  the  coniplime.it  with  a  .mile. 

Oh,  I  howl  «,metime..  We  have  a  piano  at 
the  hou.e,  b^  ,t '.  the  one  Mr..  Noah  u«k1  when 
•he  .ang  ♦  Wait  till  the  cloud,  roll  by,'  w  we 
omit  that  branch  of  art  jii.t  now." 

"There  i.  talk  of  a  celebration  of  my  te-^h 
anniver^ry  at  the  church  next  year.  If  it  come, 
off,  1  want  an  auxiliary  choru.  of  my  ex-choir- 
boy..  You  must  be  on  hand." 

"  I  would  n't  mi.,  it,"  returned  Claude  heart- 
ily.  By  the  way,  Mr.  Chamberlain,  I  Ve  never 
had  a  chance  to  congratulate  you  on  your  mar- 
nage.  I  wi.h  your  wife  was  here." 

"A- thank  you."  The  older  man  fixed  hi. 
hat  more  firmly  on  hi.  head.  Claude  wa.  lookinir 
at  h.m  interrogatively,  .o  he  added,  -  She  is-- 
18  away  just  now." 
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"Too  had.   She'll  hitvo  to  folI„w  vo...    It', 

r**P»      ;  '  T^  ^""  ***"  ''«-^  >""  *••»■«  '"«rriod, 
Mr  Chaml»erl«.i,.  Of  courw,  I  ,IkI  n't  hav«  any 

carcl  to  th. chunh,  hut  I  junt  cut  evorvthin^ «n<l 
hunflr  around  for  an  hour  no  I  couhl  ^W  th«  In^t 
Jfmt  to  .^  the  wechlin^  ,mrty  ^o  in  and  romo  out. 
I  could  nt  re«t  without  knowing  that  you'd  jrot 
an  all-njfht  jfirl."  ^         ^ 

"  That  wa«  ffood  „f  you,  old  rhap."  naid  Cham- 
herlain  in  a  voire  hardy  audihl,.  ahove  the  runh 
of  wind  and  sound  of  the  nH;tor. 

"  I  couhl  n't  Ht^e  anything  when  the  hrido  went 
in  except  that  Hhe  wan  graceful,  f<,r  Hhe  wan  all  a 
wh.te  m,8t;  hut  when  the  chimen  rang  an.l  v„u 
both  came  out-   Gee  !  I  '||  „ever  forget  it.  Y„„ 

T  "^m"'' n!  ^'V  ^'''  '"''y  •"""  ^^»^»^  «^»-  y«"  that 
day,  Mr.  Chamberlain." 

The  other  w«h  silent,  looking  straight  for^v^rd 
to  he  blue  of  the  sea  they  were  approaching, 
while  hi8  companion's  memory  returned  to  the 
proud,  careless  bearing  of  the  bridegroom,  laugh- 
ing  at  the  release  from  the  strenuously  friendly 
stares  of  the  congregation. 

"I'll  never  forget  that  bride's  face,  no  matter 
how  many  moi  I  see,"  went  on  Claude.  "  Her 
eyes  had  stars  in  'em,  and  her  cheeks  roses.  It 
was  the  happiest  face  I  ever  saw,  though  she 
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was  n't  smiling.  I  remember  her  hair  was  dark, 
and  just  the  way  the  white  flowers  made  a  sort  of 
crown  around  the  mistiness  of  her  veil.  I  know 
I  thought  she  looked  like  the  queen  of  happiness, 
and  I  never  squirmed  again  because  you  had  n't 
put  It  to  vote  of  the  choir.  I  tell  you  that  woman's 
face  made  me  glad  all  through  that  I  knew  the 
man  she  was  walking  with,  and  that  all  that  star- 
riness  would  n't  ever  go  out.  I  felt  like  calling  to 
her:  *  Go  ahead:  hurrah  as  much  as  you  please. 
You  've  got  a  man  that  never  failed  in  an  under- 
taking, and  everything 's  coming  to  you  that  you 
expect.' " 

Claude  smiled  rather  shamefacedly  at  his  own 
eflfu^iveness,  and  keeping  his  eyes  directly  ahead, 
he  did  not  observe  the  unconscious  frown  of  his 
companion's  set  gaze. 

"  Thank  you,  Raynor,"  returned  the  latter 
briefly;  "you  should  have  had  a  card  to  the 
church." 

"  Oh,  I  'm  satisfied.  I  shouldn't  have  seen  yon 
both  nearly  so  well.  Ever  been  here  before,  Mr 
Chamberlain?"  '       ' 

"Never.  The  church  gave  me  a  vacation,  and 
I  felt  hke  getting  ofiP  on  the  edge  of  the  world 
somewhere." 

"  Here  you  have  it,  then.  How's  that  for  a  cot- 
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tage?"  asked  Claude,  as  they  came  in  sight  of 
the  hotel. 

"Looks  as  if  bero  d  bo  <  ,om  for  one  more, 
certainly,  respo  d-d  the  r  weomer.  "  If  there 
isn  t,  I'll  come  tc  y^n,  auat,"  he  added,  as  the 
machine  swept  through  the  grounds.  "Perhaps 
I  shall  anyway,  if  I  find  this  a  place  of  intei^ 
ruptions,  for  I  want  to  do  some  work  while  I  'm 
here." 

"Practicing?" 

"  No,  writing.  The  world  has  waited  too  long 
for  a  work  of  true  inspiration  on  the  method  of 
boy-choir  training." 

"  Bully !  "  exclaimed  Claude  earnestly  "  You 
ought  to  do  that." 

"  A  duty  I  owe  mankind,  eh  ?  That 's  what  I 
thought." 

^    "Oh,  it  is,  though,"   responded   the   other. 

1  m  only  sorry  we  have  n't  any  room  at  our 
house  just  now.  When  people  have  once  sat 
down  at  Aunt  Phoebe's  table,  they  don't  leave 
till  they  have  to;  and  tb-?  set  that 's  there  at  pre- 
sent don't  show  any  signs  of  moving  on." 

"Go  to !  It 's  shabby  of  you  to  whet  my  appe- 
tite hke  that.  Think  of  a  home  table  in  this  air! 
It 's  probably  a  merciful  providence  that  your 
aunt  can't  take  me,  though,  for  there 's  not  even 
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tennis  and  golf  for  me  to  help  retain  my  sylph- 
like proportions." 

The  speaker  clenched  and  unclenched  the  ex- 
asperating hand,  regarding  it  impatiently. 
"Can  you  write  with  it?"  asked  Claude. 
" To  some  extent;  but  I  want  to  get  a  steno- 
grapher, if  I  can  find  one." 

"Sibyl  — my  sister  — knows  shorthand." 
"Great!"    exclaimed    Chamberlain    eagerly. 
"  Do  you  suppose  she  would  do  some  work  for 
me  ?  " 

"She  must,"  returned  the  boy  promptly,  "un- 
less you  can  find  some  one  else." 

"I  don't  want  to  find  some  one  else  if  I  can 
get  a  sister  of  yours.  Fix  it  up  for  me,  will  you?  " 

"  I  '11  do  my  best.  How  soon  would  you  want 
her,  and  how  many  hours  ?  " 

"  If  she  would  give  me  from  ten  o'clock  to 
twelve  every  day  for  a  while,  I  should  get  on  all 
right." 

The  car  drew  up  to  the  hotel  entrance  and 
Chamberlain,  jumping  out,  stood  looking  up  at 
Claude  as  he  talked. 

"I  've  been  making  notes  for  some  time,  and 
I  m  ready  to  begin  to-morrow  if  she  can  come 
It  will  be  great  luck  for  me  if  I  've  found  some 
one  so  easily." 
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"  All  right.  I  should  think  it  good  luck  for 
her,  too.  I  hope  she  '11  see  it  that  way.  She  's 
just  learned  it  since  she  left  college,  and  I  should 
think  she  'd  want  to  practice  on  somebody." 

"Left  college,"  echoed  Chamberlain.  He  gave 
a  short  laugh.  "  I  Ve  been  thinking  all  the  time 
of  the  nice  kid  in  your  picture." 

** She's  a  nice  kid  yet,"  remarked  Claude, 
smiling,  and  since  he  saw  no  difficulty  in  the  sit- 
uation, his  friend  saw  no  reason  to  introduce  any. 

"  Mr.  Armitage  does  n't  want  me  until  —  " 

"  Who  !"  interrupted  Dick  suddenly. 

"  Mr.  Armitage.    This  is  his  car." 

"What  Armitage?" 

"  The  father  of  Belle,"  returned  Claude,  smil- 
ing. 

"Damn!"  ejaculated  his  friend,  so  heartily 
that,  although  the  explosion  was  scarcely  above 
his  breath,  Claude's  grin  faded  and  his  eyes  be- 
came curious,  meeting  Dick's  stare 

"What—" 

"Nothing."  Chamberlain  recovered  himself. 
"I've  come  out  here  to  work,  and  finding  peo- 
ple one  knows  is  rather  a  nuisance,  don't  you 
see  ?  Sure  your  aunt  could  n't  take  me  ?  " 

"  Sure,"  returned  Claude  ruefully,  "  unless  she 
feeds  some  of  them  Paris  green." 
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Well,  «y,  then,  old  chap,  don't  .peak  of  me 
to  the  Amitages  right  away.  I  want -yea  I 
want  time  to  think  thing,  over,  my  work,  you 
know  How  18  it  over  there  in  the  city?"  nod- 
ding  Ins  head  toward  the  ferry. 

Mr'rhT  rT?''""l'"  "■"•    ^««<"  "»y  here, 
right"  Everything  wiU  work  out  all 

Dick  wasn't  so  sure.  Like  a  lightning-flash 
he  saw  the  appearance  of  his  seeking  Belle 
Armitage  in  this  remote,  romantic  spot.  He  had 
not  STM.  her  since  the  night  he  returned  to  his 
Heaerted  home.  She  had  scurried  back  to  New 
York,  laughing  behind  her  swathing  chiffon  veil 

what  lengths  Violet  had  carried  her  resentment. 
Belle  was  a  good  fellow,  but  she  had  not  been 
worth  the  annoyance  and  humiliation  she  had 
made  her  married  admirer  suffer,  and  now,  again 

HTb^  ^  "*:•  *"  *?"  """^  '*''*"''  "»  plans' 
His  hand  resting  on  the  tonneau,  his  eyes  swept 

the  grandeur  of  the  outlook,  his  nostrils  breathed 

the  mviting  air,  while  he  considered  jumping 

W^  L"  'Je  m^hine  and  asking  Claude  to  df 
posit  him  at  the  ferry. 

wn^U  J*  7"'  *''''  ^°°^  *°  ^«*^«-  To-morrow 
would  be  time  enough.   He  would  wait  and  see 
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if  this  devoted  lad  could  furnish  him  the  steno- 

TsC  thTthe    ''ri: ''''  ^^"^^  ^«  ^  ^^^ 

w)  snow  that  the  wind  shoiUd  blow  him  some- 
where else  ~  Santa  Barbara,  perhaps. 

A  porter  was  taking  the  suit-ease  from  the 
tonneau.    "I'll  see  SJKvl  oo  "*'  "o™  tne 

u  '  ^^°y^  **  soon  as  I  can   anrl 

bring  you  word."  „id  Claude.  ' 

"Thank  you,"  returned  Chamberlain,  and  his 
Thn.k  of  damning  Belle,"  he  reHettod. 
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CHAPTER  X 


ON   THE    PORCH 


Claude'h  times  and  seasons  for  home-coming 
were  irrejruhir,  and  this  fact  added  a  cross  to 
Mrs.  Bostwiclr's  existence,  and  caused  her  to  pre- 
fer to  wait  on  the  young  man  at  odd  hours  rather 
tlian  submit  to  his  independent  raids  on  her 
refrigerator. 

Sibyl,  seeing  his  satisfaction  in  his  present 
occupation  and  loath  to  disturb  it,  tried  to  be  on 
hand  when  he  appeared,  and  to  relieve  her  aunt 
from  all  care  ;  but  since  the  evening  when  bar- 
riers broke  dov/n  between  herself  and  the  new 
boarder,  Mrs.  Smith  had  sought  her  companion- 
ship so  appealingly  that  Claude  frequently  stole 
a  march  upon  her  in  her  absence. 

"  Between  the  two  starved  creatures  I  don't 
know  just  what  to  do,"  she  confided  laughingly 
to  Aunt  Phcebe.  "  Nora  Creina  is  so  hungry  for 
—  she  does  n't  know  what,  and  Claude  —  " 

Mrs.  Bostwick  interrupted.  "  He  knows  exactly 
what  he  is  hungry  for,"  she  remarked  dryly. 
"Anybody  'd  think  he  had  Jack  the  Giant  Killer's 
sack  with  him  when  he  sits  down  to  sij-)per." 
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Sibyl  had  not  told  her 


au 


nt  anything  beyond 


the  facte  Mrs.  Smith  related  on  the  n.orning 
when  she  gave  an  account  of  herself;  l,ut  Mrs 
Bostwick  saw  without  surprise  that  the  new 
boarder  was  turning  to  her  child  us  the  wilted 
Hower  lifts  to  the  sun,  and  her  generous  soul 
would  not  permit  Sibyl  to  refuse  her  new  friend's 
invitations  to  walk  or  drive,  for  she  was  glad  on 
her  own  part  that  a  companionable  being  had 
come  into  the  girl's  life. 

"Just  as  long  as  she  don't  wear  on  you  with 
her  hard-luck  stories,"  said  Mrs.  Bostwick  once, 
early  in  Mrs.  Smith's  stay.  "  Of  course  I  know 
she  tells  em,  and  I  Ve  got  one  eye  on  you  to  see 
tha  she  ain  t  devouring  your  good  spirits  to 
teed  her  own  poverty-struck  ones." 

Sibyl  laughed.  "  Poor  Aunt  Ph(jebe  !  One  eve 
on  me  to  see  that  I'm  not  consumed,  and  the 
other  on  the  ice-box  to  make  certain  that  Claude 
does  n  t  eat  up  the  boarders'  breakfasts  !  " 

"Exactly,"  returned  Mrs.  Bostwick.  "  f  on  've 
hit  the  nail  square  on  the  head.  No  naps  for 
me.  '^ 

They  were  sitting  out  on  the  porch  one  even- 
ing:  Mrs.  Bostwick  stretched  in  her  favorite 
deck-chair  Mrs.  Smith  lying  in  a  hammock,  and 
Sibyl  perched  on  the  railing,  her  hack  against  a 
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vine-wreathed  post.  Twilight  bad  fallen,  and  in 
tt  neighboring  palm  tree  a  mockingbird  poured 
out  his  little  heart. 

"  It  \  my  opinion  that  bird  followed  you  over 
here,  Nora,"  -^marked  Sibyl.  "  We  have  n't  heard 
them  lately  at  nigh;  until  you  came." 

"  I  m  glad  he  did,"  responded  Mrs.  Smith. 
At  the  bird's  first  trill  her  thoughts  Hew  back  to 
the  rose-laden  court  of  the  hotel,  where  his  com- 
panionship had  been  all  she  could  endure. 

A  cheery  whistle  sounded  up  the  street,  and 
a  muffled  groan  breathed  from  the  deck-chair. 

"  An  empty  bag,  five  feet,  eleven  inches  long, 
is  now  approaching,"  remarked  Mrs.  Bostwick, 
with  a  martyr's  resignation. 

Mrs.  Smith  laughed.  In  the  last  week  she  had 
found  more  than  once  that  she  could  laugh. 

"Oh,  I  believe  Claude  thinks  that  is  his  bird," 
said  Sibyl,  leaning  forward  and  peering  through 
the  dusk,  for  her  brother  had  paused  beneath 
the  palm  tree  and  was  whistling  a  clear  phrase. 
Three  times  he  repeated  it  while  all  was  silence 
amid  the  palm  leaves,  then  the  bird  mocked  him 
with  true  intonation. 

''  It  is  ! "  exclaimed  Sibyl,  with  soft  delight. 
The  three  listened  while  first  the  boy  and  then 
the  bird  whistled  the  catch.  At  last  Claude  swung 
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into  the  yard,  betting  I  is  music  to  it8  words  in  a 
luatj  bantone:  "'Gee  whiz,  I'm  glad  I  'm  free.'" 
Then,  going  on  with  the  song,  he  sang, "  •  No 
wedding-bells  for  me.' " 

"  Claude  taught  the  bird  that,  last  fall,"  said 
Sibyl  to  her  frund  ;  -'and  the  little  fellow  has  been 
gone  so  long,  we  did  n't  know  as  he  'd  ever  come 
back  here.  I  've  heard  him  over  near  the  ferry 
and  at  different  places  once  in  a  while,  but  I 
believed  he  had  forgotten  it." 

"  You  chose  a  congenial  sentiment  for  him, 
Claude,"  said  Violet.  "  No  wonder  he  was  willing 
to  sing  *  Gee  whiz,  I  'm  |Tlad  I  'm  free ' ! " 

"Yes,"  added  Sibyl,  "but  he  could  never  get 
him  to  go  any  further.  He  was  n't  going  to  slan- 
der weddmg-bells  when  he  thought  of  his  nest. 
Hungry,  Claude?" 

"  Well,"  returned  the  boy,  pulling  off  his  cap 
and  putting  it  in  "as  pocket,  "  now  you  mention 
It,  I  do  feel  as  if  I  could  pick  up  a  bushel  or  two 
of  most  anything.  Wait  a  minute,"  putting  out 
a  detaining  hand  as  his  sister  started  to  slip  off 
the  rail,  "  I  've  something  to  tell  you  first." 

He  seated  himself  beside  her,  and  Violet  re- 
garded them  both  from  where  she  lay. 

"  I  have  a  job  for  you.  Do  you  want  to  make 
some  money  ?  " 

121 


^1; 


t 


The  Lvnveti  of  Loir 


'f 


Ultimately."  returned  hi.  lUter,  looking  nt 
him  curiously.  "What*,  the  matter?  Do  you 
want  the  whole  family  to  go  into  buainew?  Aunt 
rha'be  can  t  spare  me." 

"This  in  only  two  hours  a  day,  ten  to  twelve. 
You  can  ch,  it  just  as  well  as  not.  Can't  .he,  Aunt 
IhcBbe/  There',  a  man  at  the  hotel  want.  « 
stenographer. " 

"  Young  or  old?"  asked  Mr..  Bo.twick. 
*  Oh  ~  about  thirty.five,  I  guess." 
"  What  are  you  thinking  of,  Claude  Raynor?" 
Mrs  Bostwiek  spoke  shan>ly.  "  Do  you  suppose 
1  d  let  t5ibyl  go  to  that  hotel  every  day  to  work 
two  hours  for  a  Strang,  roung  man?  I  heard  you 
telling  somebody  yesterday  that  I  did  n't  know 
anything  about  the  ways  o'  the  world  outside  my 
own  front  yard;  that  I  didn't  know  Chauncey 
Olcof    from  Chauncey  Depew,  and  a  lot  more 
stuff  like  that ;  but  you  can  tell  those  stuck-up 
Armitages  of  yours  that  your  sister  is  every  bit 
as  good  as  they  are ;  and  they  can  just  look  some- 
where else  for  a  girl  to  do  a  thing  like  that.  I  'm 
surprised  at  you ! " 

Claude  caught  his  breath  at  the  unusual  out- 
burst. "Whe--ew!"heejaculated.  "Don'tgeta 
hot-box,  Aunt  PhoBbe.  The  Armitages  don't  know 
anything  about  it.  He  does  happen  to  be  a  friend 
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of  thdrn   but  he  did  u't  know  they  were  h.re,  auU 
they  don't  know  yet  thut  he  kr 

The  boy  laughed  at  ho«i«  memory.  "  He'.  „«>. 
•ng '«  write  a  bo<.k  ;  and  Sibyl  mi^ht  jUHt  a.  well 
Ob hge  h„„  and  turn  an  honent  penny  at  the  nan.e 
W  There  h  something  the  n.atter  with  bin 
hand.  So  far  as  the  proprieties  go,  he  might 
come  over  here  u.steu.l  -  he  wanted  to  come  here 
to  l.ve  He  h  gome  one  that  you  've  both  seen,  an.I 
both  of  you  know  all  about,  and  when  you  find 

out  who  .t.s,  you '11  be  sorry  you  jumped  on  me. 
Three  guesses."  The  boy  caujrht  Violet's  eve 
as  she  smiled  at  him  from  the  hammock.  "  Very 
like  y  Mrs  Smith  has  seen  bin..  He  's  well  known 
in  lioston. 

"Oh     Boston,"   repeated   Sibyl.  "Some   one 

corrse^'  *''*'"" '^  One  of  your  teachers,  of 

"Well-yes  "  replied  Claude,  with  hesitation. 
Nonsense,    remarked  Mrs.  Bostwick.  "  How 
do  you  suppose  w.  can  remember  the  whole  list 
at  both  of  those  8.  hools  ?  " 


He 

smiling. 


was 


n't  in  the  schools,"  replied  Claud« 


Oh,  tell  us,"  said  Sibyl.  "  I  have  n't  seen  any 
ot  your  professors  for  years." 

"You  saw  this  one  — at  church,  -  *st  before 
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w«  cttine  out  her*.  Yoi.  .aid  you  'd  forirott«n 
what  u  utminer  he  wm,  or  .omethiiig  like  that  • 
and  I  told  you  he  \\  Ik»«.„  married  the  winter 
before ;  and  you  Miid  't  wa»  ever  thu.,  or  word, 
to  that  effect." 

"Claude   Ray  nor  ! "  Sibyl  nmiled.  •'  It  '•  your 
choir-ma«ter.  I  forget  his  name." 

" That's  it.    It'.  M-.  Chtmberlaio.    Nobody 
else. 

There  came  a  choking  sound  from  the  ham- 
mock. Violet  felt  a  hot  flush  envelop  her,  while 
with  the  lightning  processes  of  mentality  she  saw 
her  husband  following  Belle  A nnitage  across  the 
continent.  She  must  not  faint.  She  must  hear 
every  word  this  boy  wan  stiying.  She  clenched 
her  hands  in  the  netting  until  she  drove  the  nails 
into  her  palms. 

"Something's  wrong  with  his  hand,  and  he's 
come  out  here  to  be  quiet  and  write  this  book 
that's  going  to  teach  dubs  the  way  to  train 
voices." 

"  Modest  creature  !  "  laughed  Sibyl. 

"Yes,  he  is,"  retorted  Claude.  "It's  I  that 
know  all  the  rest  are  dubs  compared  to  him  I 
guess  if  you  'd  been  camping  with  him  twice, 
you  d  know  that  he  is  n't  any  four-flusher.  He  's 
all  right,  I  tell  you  ;  and  I  want  you  —  " 
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'*  ^^h  "^  cuuriw,  if  Im  wife  '•  with  him  —  » 
b«»g»n  Sihyl. 

"She  i«„'t.  She  could  n't  como,  for  nomo  rea- 
•on.  Sorry,  too.  I  M  like  to  hav.  hml  yun  ^e  her. 

^i^  *w  ^  J  T  *•''  '***'  ^'^^  ^'"'^  '^•'r^  "^«r. 
ned.  Ha.r  a.  black  an  Mm.  Smith's,  and  coh.r  ! 

Ta  k  about  your  Hea-shells !  Gee,  nhe  wa«  ^roat  ! 
Both  of  hem  looked  an  if  they  were  carrying  off 
the  world  n  bij^jrpMt  prize." 

"'  ;»iH»»  she  xvere  hero,  tm,,"  Haid  Sibyl.  •'  I 
don  t  hke  to  be  diM.bliging  to  a  n.an  you  care  for 
»o  much."  "^ 

"  "«  >*anted  tr  come  to  uh,  as  I  hiiv  ;  but  I 
toUl  h,m  everybo<ly  we  had  now  were  nt^iyers. 
No  offense,  Mrn.  Sn.ith,"  a  gay  nod  toward  the 
hammock  ;  "we  would  n't  lose  our  Violet  deco- 
ration  even  for  Mr.  Chamberlain ;  but  ,„.rbap8 
he  could  come  over  here  to  d<,  the  work  every 

«  TK    J^l'^T^'\  '«"«^>«<J  «l?«i"  at  his  memory 

The  fac  IS  he  might  jump  at  it,  for  evidently 

he  wants  to  do  serious  work  and  be  undisturbed 

It  surprised  me  to  find  what  a  facer  it  was  to 

him  even   to  discover  that  the  Armitages  were 

louT"  ^^""^  *""  "''"'"^''  something  scan'- 

^    Violet's  stricken  eyes  were  glued  to  the  boy's 
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"Why,  what  did  he  say?"  asked  Sibyl  curi- 
ously.  •' 

Claude  pursed  his  lips  and  raised  his  eyebrows. 
There  are  ladies  present,"  he  remarked. 

Violet's  heart,  from  seeming  to  stop,  was  beat- 
ing thickly.  Dick  had  thrown  this  boy  off  the 
track -that  was  easy ;  and  he  would  come  here 
to  this  house,  to  her  refuge,  to  work  at  his  man- 
usenpts.  Must  she  fly  again  by  night,  like  the 
heroine  of  a  melodrama  ? 

relief'*  '^°'*'^''^''  "^^*  ""^"^"^   brought  some 

"  I  'm  sorry  to  nip  your  plan  in  the  bud,  Claude, 
but  there  ain't  room  for  any  authors  over  here  in 
the  daytime.  I  won't  have  the  boarders  kept  off 
o  this  porch,  nor  out  o'  the  living-room.  I'd 
sooner  have  a  case  o'  smallpox  in  the  house  any- 
way than  a  man  around  in  the  daytime  that 's 
trying  to  work  and  keep  things  still." 

"Then  all  is,"  said  Claude  coaxingly,  and  he 
strode  over  to  the  deck^^hair  and  put  his  cheek 
down  on  Mrs.  Bostwick's  forehead,  «  you  '11  have 
to  be  the  dandiest  aunt  in  the  world,  as  you 
always  are,  and  take  your  knitting  over  to  the 
hotel  and  — 

"None  o'your  soft  soap  now,"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
iiostwick,  pushing  f  utilely  against  him. 
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And  chaperon  Sibyl  from 


I  to  twelve —  " 
pushing.     '         '    ~ PIxBbe,  scornfully 

"No  pleasanter  place  to  sit  than  those  piazzas  " 
persistod  Mr.  Chamberlain's  ally. 

RavnTi'-Tf  i"'"''  ^"^  y"""  '"PP*''  Claude 
Kajnor?     and  th,s  suggestion  reminding  the 

young  chauffeur  of  his  aching  void,  he  aba„! 
doned  h.s  aunt,  and  seizing  his  sister,  bore  her 
off  into  the  house. 

''That's  just  about  as  practical  as  a  boy  ever 
«,      remarked    Mrs.   Bostwick  impatiently,  ad- 
dressing  the  motionless  figure  in  the  hammock. 
I  thought  by   h.s  time  Claude  would  have  got 
over   hinfang  that  Mr.  Chamberlain's  will  L 
aw.  I  must  say  that  man  was  a  fine  influence 
for  the  boys,  and  kept  them  up  to  the  mark  in 
more  ways  than  one.  I  used  to  marvel  at  the 
power  his  opmion  had  for  them.  I  suppose  you  've 
been  to  The  Holy  Saints,  and  heard  the  choir  ™ 
motk  '°*'^"'"^'^  '""™""'  <=a™e  from  the  ham- 

",  ^.^y'^SMmS  "'e^Py  this  early  ?"  Mrs.  Bost- 
w,ck  laughed  comfortably.  "Well,  you  know 
Mr.  Chamberlain  's  one  o'  these  big  strong  fel- 
kws  that  boys  admire.  The  nearer  f  man  clZ 
to  being  a  pnze-fighter,  the  more  a  boy  worships 
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h.m.  He  used  to  take  the  choir  tamping  i„  ,„„. 
m.r  .nd  he  .warn  with  the™  and  entered  into 
all  their  .ports  ju,t  lilce  one  of  themselves.  He 
never  came  down  on  them  for  anything  except 
«nf«r  pla,  and  they  just  made  an  idof of  hTm 
I  ve  no  doubt  Claude  thinks  now,  if  Mr.  Cham- 
berlain wants  something  of  us,  it  would  be  a 
small  thing  to  let  this  house  run  itself,  and  that 
we  should  all  tumble  over  ourselves  to  obeyts 

that  the  house  is  full,  and  he  can't  come  here." 
She  paused.  All  was  silence.  The  figure  in  the 
hammock  did  not  stir.    The  mookin|bi:d  had 

Mrs.  Bostwick  leaned  forward  curiously  and 
peered  around  until  she  could  catch  sight  of 
Violet  and  just  make  out  that  she  had  turned 
her  face  into  the  pillow. 

lifl"'"'"."'.^  ^""^  ^'"*''*  '»  he^elf,  with  a 
htte  grunt  of  approval.  "That  girl's  nervous 
system  is  getting  sound  enough.  To  think  of  her 
taiang  asleep  as  easy  as  that ! " 


■: 


CHAPTER  XI 

BY   THE    WINDOW 

When  Sibyl  had  her  brother  well  fed,  and  had 
cleared  away  the  remains  of  the  feast,  he  was 
still  harping  on  the  subject  of  Mr.  Chamberlain 
ana  his  needs. 

"  ^ '"  *f "  y^<  he  exclaimed,  with  inspiration, 
upon  the  last  of  their  pilgrimages  between  J  ining- 
room  and  kitchen.  -  Why  not  have  Mrs.  Smith 
go  over  there  with  you,  mornings  ?  She  has  n't 
anything  else  to  aj." 

«  "  ^^\  ;;g^*/'  returned  Sibyl  good-naturedly. 

As  I  tell  you,  I  should  be  rather  glad  of  the 
practace.  I  m  in  danger  of  losing  my  knack ;  but 

^A  u"m  ^^^^'r^''^  «he  won't,  you  know." 
Claude  ^^^"^ '  ""'"  ^""^  ^  "  P^"'^'**^ 

"Why,  yes -I  think  so.  If  it  would  n't  be 
for  too  long  a  stretch.  I  might  make  a  beginning 
for  him,  anyway."  ^ 

"Let 's  go  out  and  see  her  now,"  said  Claude. 
Sibyl  agreed  laughing  at  hisenergy ;  but  when 
they  reached  the  porch,  it  was  deserted. 

"  I  dare  say  it  is  getting  late,"  said  the  girl 
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"  You  and  I  can't  be  trusted  in  a  t?te-a-tete  these 
days,  we  get  so  few." 

ini'^i;  rl''  ^°" '""  "'**^'  ''«™  »  hair-brush- 

brother.    "I  know  ,ou  do.    I  often  hear  you 
buzzjng  m  there.  Go  on.  Ash  her  to-night." 

S.byl  flushed  a  little.  She  had  believed  those 
meetuig,  strictly  clandestine.  Violet  seemed  loath 

batthng  Sibyl's  philosophy  of  life,  and  listened 
w.th  an  attitude  which  implied  a  desire  to  be 
credulous  even  when  she  could  not  understand. 
1  e  older  woman  had  conceived  a  great  love 
for  th,s  gjrl  who  in  her  own  person  L^med  to 
embody  all  that  was  innocent  and  happy  in  exisV 

^  was  still  joyousness,  and  Violet,  after  a  pro^ 
teacted  sojourn  in  cold  shadows,  craved  it  as  the 
plant  i„  a  cellar  craves  the  sunUght. 

Sibyl  saw  this  and  gave  of  her  abundance  will- 
■Dgly,  knowing  that  of  herself  she  could  do 
nothing,  and  that  in  being  a  channel  of  good  to 
another  she  could  in  no  way  suffer  exhaustiT  or 
dimmish  the  infinite  supply.  ' 

changing  her  dress  for  a  wrapper,  she  sought 
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Mrs.  Smith  ,  door.  All  wa,  ,ile„ce  w,thi„  ,„  ,he 
Z"^  ver,  cautiou,!,.  Darknes,  reign  da„d 
.he  wa.  .,  cautiously  cloning  the  doorlhen  the 
c.«gh^  sight  of  a  white  figure  by  the  fa^es: 

"Ah,  Nora,"  she  said  softly,  and  entered  with 
an  assured  movement.   "So  you're  stai^gazlig 
I  thought  you  had  gone  to  bed."  ^ 

Mrs.  Smith's  black  hair  hung  loosely  over  her 
white  8..,n.    Sibyl   liked    to  handle^ta     1^ 

night.  A  the  girl  crossed  the  floor  the  figure 
by  the  „,„d„w  held  out  one  hand,  and  slbvl 
pushed  a  little  stool  near  her.  ' 

"Shall  I  do  your  hair  while  you  're  8tndvin<r 
astronomy?"  she  asked,  with  soft  gayety  ^ 

For  answer  Violet  clasped  her  friend's  hand 
and  d^w  her  down  at  her  feet  on  the  little  st!ol 

Sibyl  regarded   her  with  sudden    att.  tion 

fhr»t     J        '  "°"""«f '"  '^  »»'  "-e"-  Even 
the  stars  have  gone  under." 

"Every  one,"  replied  Violet  slowly;  "and  I  've 
b^n  wondering  how  I  could  present  the  sun 
from  nsing  to-morrow." 

.^^jNora-Nora  Creina,"  returned  Sibyl  warn- 
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"  There 's  only  one  way,  and  how  can  it  be 
wrong?  Hasn't  a  loving  Father  provided  that 
gentle  way  out  for  a  child  who  cannot  bear  the 
torture  any  longer?  Hear  the  murmur  of  the 
sea !  How  inviting  it  sounds !  How  quickly  it 
would  be  over! " 

"Nora,  Nora  darling,  how  have  you  slipped 
back  into  this !  Don't  you  know  it  would  n't  be 
over?  You'll  not  get  away  from  yourself.  Why 
not  meet  what  is  to  be  met  in  your  own  thought 
on  this  plane  as  well  as  on  another?" 

A  wild  excitement  burned  in  the  dark  eyes  that 
turned  on  Sibyl  in  the  dusk,  and  Violet  pressed 
the  girl's  hand  painfully  as  she  spoke.  "  Wherever 
I  found  myself  in  that  No  Man's  Land,  it  would 
not  be  four  squares  from  where  my  husband  is 
making  love  to  Belle  Armitage."  The  speaker's 
breath  forsook  her,  and  she  gasped  the  name. 

"Miss  Armitage?"  repeated  Sibyl,  perplexed 
and  wondering. 

"She  is  the  one."  Violet  paused.  "That 
happy  bride  your  brother  remembers  "  —  she 
moistened  her  dry  lips  — "is  it  any  wonder  he 
did  not  recognize  her  when  he  saw  her  again  ?  " 
"  What  are  you  saying,  Nora !  Nora  Creina !  " 
"Yes.  Dick  Chamberlain  has  followed  her 
here." 
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Sibyl  gazed  at  the  speaker  for  u  silent  npace. 
You  mean  that  Mr.  Chamberlain,  Claude';  Mr. 
Onamberlain, »  your  husband?  " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  moaned  Violet.  "Oh,  to  think  he 
has  come  where  they  believe  no  one  will  know! " 
Sibyl  was  still  endeavoring  to  grasp  the  idea. 
"Mr  Chamberlain!  Claude's  ideal!"  she  said 
slowly,  and  was  silent  again.  «  God  has  sent  him 
here     she  added  suddenly,  with  conviction. 

'The  devil  has  sent  him  here  ! "  ejaculated 
Violet,  with  passion,  "and  the  devil  is  waiting 
for  him.  bhe  drew  her  hand  from  the  crirl  to 
press  It  with  its  mate  to  her  hot  eyes 

Sibyl  was  silent  again,  but  she  leaned  her 
cheek  against  her  companion's  knee  while  she 
realized  that  it  was  her  brother's  employers  from 
whom  Violet  had  fled  hither. 

Straightening  herself  at  last,  she  spoke  ear- 
nestly Did  n't  you  hear  what  Claude  said  about 
Mr.  Chamberlain's  surprise  at  finding  the  Armi- 
tages  here  ? "  o  * 

"  ^rtainly.  Of  course  he  would  do  that  " 
"  Why,  you  mmt  believe  it,"  returned  Sibvl 
eagerly.  "While  I  was  giving  Claude  his  supper 
he  told  me  more.  He  said  Mr.  Chamberlain  act u- 
ally  swore. 

Violet  gave  a  weary  sigh  that  was  almost  a  sob 
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Part  of  the  game,  you  little  girl,"  she  laid  • 
then  with  u  change  of  tone:  "It  in  a  shame  to' 
unveil  this  ugly  phase  of  life  to  your  eyes."  She 
leaned    forward  and    took  one  of   her  friend's 
hands  in  both  her  own  as  she  gazed  down  at  her. 
You  ve  given  me  peaceful  days  and  nights.  I 
ehall  love  you  always,  Sibyl ;  you  and  your  sooth- 
ing, beautiful,  unre  1  theories  ;  and  now,  to  prove 
my  gratitude,  I  shall  go  away  ;  not  only  because 
l>ick   has  come,  but   because  I  shouM  not   be 
strong  enough  to  stand  alone,  but  should  be  for- 
ever  leaning  on  your  strength  and  courage  and 
opening  your  vision  to  ugliness.  Life  will  do  that 
in  Its  own  evil  time.  It  is  unfair  that  my  burden 
should  afflict  you." 

Sibyl  returned  the  pressure  of  the  cold  hands. 
Does  n  t  the  Bible  say,  '  Bear  ye  one  another's 
burdens,  a  .J  say,  moreover,  that  the  strong  shall 
help  the  weak?"  Then  she  added  firmly,  "You 
must  n't  thmk  of  going  away,  Violet.  I  tell  you 
again,  solemnly,  God  has  sent  your  husband  here. 
You  asked  me  to  help  you,  and  I  have  been  work- 
ing that  God's  will  should  be  done.  You  have 
even  at  moments  seen  something  of  the  truth 
yourself;  have  grasped  something  of  its  philoso- 
phy and  logic.  Mr.  Chamberlain  is  your  husband 
h.ven  if  you  did  n't  love  him,  which  you  do—  "* 
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"  No,  no,"  interposed  Violet. 

It  would  be  .11  evil  tot  you  to  run  aw.v  fro„. 

h.«  ag..n  now  that  you  lt„'ow  .„  rZ^^Z^ 

Violet  began  to  tren.ble  violently.  "  No  con- 

»h:.t,e:rn.^rw:.:fi,^it^:it''\7- 

that  God  ha,  done  this  greaftL: g.VoJ  m"u  t":; 
«t  everythnig  back  by  rushing  awly  wT.uV 
p.c.o„  and  hatred  in  your  heart'  Do  yolw  e^e" 

Violet  gave  a  bitter  little  sobbing  laugh. 
Then  why  leave  him  to  her?  There  are  so 
many  things  to  take  into  eonsideratiln  U^d" 

believe  he  ha.  come  to  seek  her.  I  don't.  If  he 
has,  he  nmst  learn  better.  If  he  has  not,  you  - 
you,  b.s  wrfe  who  promised  to  cherish  him!  must 
help  h.m  on  the  upward  way.  You've  leaded 
'"  f  ?  .'»»'  ^<"'"ight  that  there  are  ne™ 

w"ZStlt^'-  ^'  --'  -"  -^ 

"But,"  said  Sibyl,  "there  was  a  tumult  of  re 
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proach  and  grief  beHide  him  cuuHtuntly  -  doiiiir 
«t«  work,  it«  mi^^ruble  work  -  go  pretentious  and 
so  threatening,  and  in  reality  go  powerleg*..' 

loT^nt'^'"'  ""  '**'*'^'  ^'  "*"*"  powerful  enough 
"Yes,  becauge  you  were  ignorant  and  let  it. 
The  unreality  hag  get  up  itg  gcaretrowg  again. 
You  believe  they  are  guch  giants  that  you  are 
willing  to  run  away  from  them.   Violet,  dear," 
feibyl  leaned  against  the  white  gown  and  looked 
up  earnestly,   "  we  '11    knock    them    down    like 
ninepms  if  you  '11  help  me.    They  're  not  even 
ninepins.  They  're  shadows,  even  if  they  do  rear 
up  and  gprawl  about  until  they  seem  to  envelop 
you.  '^ 

Violet  moaned.  "  That  was  all  very  well  before 
Dick  came.  I  loved  the  sound  of  it  I  but  when  I 
think  he  is  there  with  her  ~  on  the  piazzas,  stroll- 
ing  by  the  sea  —  and  you  say  evil  has  no  power ! 
How  can  it  mean  anything  to  me!" 

"  Listen,  Violet;  we  're  always  hearing  it  said 
that  So-and-So  is  his  own  worst  enemy.  That 
means  so  much  more  to  me  now  than  it  ever  did 
before.  I  love  you,  dear.  I  'm  going  to  make 
every  effort  I  can  to  prevent  your  submitting  to 
the  paralyzing  effect  of  a  fraud.  I  '11  show  you 
to-morrow  an  allegory  which  describes  a  man  who 
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»a.ted  vc«„  ,„  ,„  ir„„.b,.,.,„,  ;,„„  before  ho 
<I.-ove,e.|  th,t  th„»„  iron  b.,lt,  n„,l  b„r."ere 
I«.nte.l  pa,teb„«r.l,  «„,|  „...,  „„.  ,,  ^^^ 

«t  tl.«,r  apparent  maa,ivene«,  w,m,I,|  lay  the,,,  |„w 
A  fnenj  had  repeate.lly  t„hl  him  thi.  fa-e,  bit 

^  wo„  .1   „ot  believe  it  for  a  Us  tl„.e     A 
la«t  he  l„te,.e<l,  acte.l  „„  bin  fri..„d-,  .|ire,.ti„„ 

Wow  I  adinit  that  you  can  give  power  to  the 

bb-  but  how  CM.  you  do  it  if  you  are  convinced 
of  lie  truth  of  tho«,  two  sentence,  I  gave  vou' 
God  18  Love.  God  i»  Omnipotent.  To  those  add 
he  other,  that  you  've  «.ii  „,  heard  a  thousand 
^me,  ,n  church.  God  i»  Omnipresent.  God  " , 
Om,„,c.ent    Where  i,  the  room  for  evil's  power 

Mr  Ohainberlain  has  come  out  here." 

"Good?  Oh,  Sibyl ! "  Violet  made  the  inter- 
rupfon  breathlessly,  but  there  was  a  note  a,  of 
desperate  hopefulness  in  her  voice 

prayer  of  understanding!  'Knock,  and  it  shall 
be  opened  unto  you.'  <  Open  your  windows,  and 
«ee  .f  I  will  not  pour  out  a  blessing.'  'Open  vour 
mouth  and  I  will  fi„  it.'  You  seefhere  Hl^ 
something  for  „,  to  do.    A  trustful  thing T 
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Th,t  w  th.  B.b .,  comn,«„.|.  Mr.  <Jh«mb.rUi„ 
h«n  t  ron.,o..t  hare  to  meet  Mm  Ar.nit.Ke- 
not  even  ,     h.  think,  he  ha.,  „„,|  |  believe  he 

yon  are.  The  fir,t  ,H,r«,„  he  m....t,  i„  R,^„,  j. 

"  The  telephone  i,  wonderful ;  hut  it  wa«  alway, 
here,  .„  p„«.,bility,  even  when  our  ance.t>,r.  had 
to  «end  a  letter  by  a  man  on  horseback.  We  can't 
outline  a„yth„,g,  underatand.  We  can't  «ay  what 
God  .hall  do  for  u.,  nor  limit  Him.  Even  if  thine, 
do  not  come  out  a,  we  expect,  at  the  time  we  l,„^ 
for  we  have  ,t,ll  to  kno,n.  That  .pint  which  J., 
Though  he  .lay  me,  yet  will  I  tru.t  in  him,'  i,  the 
one  we  .till  mu.t  have,  but  it  i.  not  one  of  de- 
prewion,  l»cau«  we  know  that  Omnipotent  Love 
«nd.  no  affliction,  and  the  temporary  appearance 
of  It  1.  not  met  a.  a  viaitation  from  God,  a.  in 

m,!  !    ^h     ^^  Ji'  '""f  "  P"""*  "'  ">«  ""'king 
out  of  the  problem,  the  passage  from  Egypt  to 

Canaan;  and  the  better  and  .urer  we  knoi  the 

difference  between  appearance  and  reality,  the 
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%l.t.r  ami   bri.f,,  will   |„  ,|,..  ,ri.|.    Oo    .u. 
H  (five,  ,„e  couruK.-  t»  li™r  you  l«lk    «.... 

.t™„?th7^  ^•'  T' '""' "" ""'  >""  ■•  -"•'  '"■'  only 

-."t.ze.1  by  f«.r,  whiel.  i,  tbe  „„|y  .|evil  tC 

JLt^  r  Ilk  "'L:.r"'""''T  --^  —• 

.    "*'"'<'•  '■'"ch  oiie  of  our  t  louirlit.  ,- 
either  a  right  one  or  „  „ro„g  one    T  2      I 
our  iinMMihi'li'fw.      *  .       *  ^"ereiu  lie 

feet  harmony  .„  which  we  work  with  God  Iverv 
wrong  o„e  let,  g„  the  power,  and  make^  fo  Z 
cord  and  du.n.egration.  Thi,  isn't  mer.  ,.r"ach  . 

n.l   ,*  '°    •■''<««"'d8  and  will  bring  it  to  you 
Dear.  I  ve  ,hown  you  the  book,  that  haye  hrn 

«  I.  W.II  you  „t  d„„„  „„ J  J        /  en 

%l.t  lor  your  life/  Nobody  can  do  it  for  you  " 
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Violet  8  breath  came  fast  as  she  heard  the  thrill 
of  earnestness  in  her  friend's  voice.    "  I  'U  try 
Sibyl.  I  W.11    Why  not  Mean  but  fail."       ^' 
Ihat  8  the  one  thing  you  can't  do,"  returned 

aftlT  I^""  "■.*  '""'*"'  "'  ""ttematics  fan 
after  he  changes  the  belief  timt  two  and  two  are 
hve  f„  the  knowledge  that  they  make  four?" 

faith -'"rv''I  '"""  '"  "''""  »'«  '"»'  *»  l«»ve 
laith,    said  Violet  uiistciidily. 

"Certainly.  'Man's  extremity  is  God's  oppor- 
t  inity.    -Oo  these  things  and  ye  shall  know  „f 
the  doctnne.'  The  first  thing  for  yon  is  to  do; 
and  I  will  help  you  every  day.   First  you  must 
drop  your  resentment  toward  Miss  Armitage  " 
Violet  said  something  inarticulate. 
"  No  not  impossible,"  returned  Sibyl,  as  if  she 
had  spoken    "Why  should  yon  bear'e'sent:,  n 
toward  her?  If  she  has  indulged  in  error  and  is 
ndulgmg  ,„  ,t,  she  will  i^y  the  uttermost  fai^ 
thing;  not  because  God  requires  it,  but  because 
that  1,  the  action  of  evil.  That  plant  that  our 
heavenly  Father  hath  not  planted  shall  be  rooted 
up.  Meanwhile  Go.l's  child  remains  God's  child, 
tvil  IS  an  impersonal  thing.  While  you  recognize 
It  and  combat  it,  don't  attach  it  to  "anybody  " 
A  recognizing  light  came  into  Violet's  eyes. 
Separate  all  error  from  my  thought  of  maii '  " 
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»he^<,uoted  .lowly.    "That    is  what    it  n,e.n., 

"  Ye.,  for  error  ha.  no  entity,  no  command 

■ng  power -no   God.    Our    knowlecl^e    „Tt 

othmgnejj.  ,,  our  «lvatio„,  and  whe!,  we  give 

■t  power  by  beheving  in  it,  and  fearing  itfle 

become  our  own  enemies."  ^ 

"  But  if  she  dares  to  love   mv  hushanH  i  •• 
e.cla,med  Violet,  her  breast  heavfng    '    '"'■ 
1  Hat  IS  misusing  the  word  *  love  '  is  nV  ,f  9  " 

cTn   be  21   "  /"  '"'  ".''•  "^^  «l'0le  situation 
can  be  met  -  ,t  you  wi,h  it."  The  girl  made 

work  with  God  and  not  against  Him." 

I  don  t  know  how,"  passionatelv.  "  I  don't 
^-o-^o.-^ni  oh,  Sibyl,  I  rf„  We  Dick  I 
thought  ,t  was  all  over;  but  the  deadly  ti„ 
in  my  heart  when  Claude  told  -  "  She  t„r„I^ 
her  face  toward  the  high  back  of  her  chai  Tnd 
struggled  with  sobs. 

A  sympathetic  lump  rose  in  Sibyl's  throat  and 
ereyes  swam.  She  patted  the  h'lnd  she  h'd 

"and      ■^""'.f'f'"'"'''"  ''■''  ^'<'   ^o-fidently, 
and  It  IS  right  for  you  to  love  him  and  to  be 
reunited  to  him.  It  is  n't  true  that  you  don-I 
know  how  to  work.  We  have  had  m'any  talk. 
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and  many  times  you  have  seemed  to  grasp  the 
truth  and  to  find  peace  in  the  right  thought. 
Are  you  worse  off  than  Daniel  in  the  lions'  den? 
You  are  as  capable  of  faith  as  he,  and  God  will 
shut  the  beasts'  mouths  — all  those  devouring, 
threatening  things  that  you  hate  and  fear,  as  soon 
as  you  cease  to  hate  and  fear  them.  You  must  n't 
and  can't  outline  what  blessing  God  shall  give 
you,  or  when;  only  put  your  thought  in  order 
humbly  and  prayerfully,  and  trust  and  rejoice, 
becommg  like  a  little  child  with   her  hand  in 
her  mother's ;  and  your  Father-Mother  God  will 
care  for  you  and  save  you  from  every  snare." 

Violet  kept  her  face  hidden,  but  she  pressed 
Sibyl's  hand. 

They  sat  thus  for  a  silent  space  in  the  hush  of 
the  night.  Then  Violet  spoke,  in  breaths  and 
brokenly:  "Lord,  I  — believe.  Help  — thou— 
mine  unbelief." 
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CHAPTER  XII 


RETROSPECTION 

When  the  artistic  Miss  Tyler  wrote  to  Miss  Ar- 
mitage  that  the  loyalty  of  that  great  lady,  Mrs. 
yuayle-Smith,  would  scarcely  stand  the  strain 
of  knowing  that  her  son-in-law  had  joined  his 
charmer  in  the  far  West,  she  stated  a  fact  which 
was  one  of  the  first  considerations  to  rise  before 
that  gentleman  when  Claude  unconsciously  threw 
his  conversational  bomb. 

Dick  Chamberlain  was  a  man  who,  beginning 
his  professional  career  very  young,  and  happen- 
ing  to  command  at  once  the  admiration  and  con- 
fidence of  his  rector,  had  never  known  the  thwart- 
ing and  annoyance  which  so  often  obstruct  the 
path  of  the  enthusiastic  and  opinionated  church 
musician.  Being  possessed  of  an  alert  mind  and 
healthy  physique,  he  did  not  grudge  the  hard 
work  necessary  to  maintain  the  high  standard  he 
set  up.  He  was,  in  business  hours,  an  uncompro- 
mising martinet  with  himself  as  well  as  with  everv 
one  who  worked  under  him,  outside  the  choir  as 
well  as  within  it.  Out  of  working  hours  he  was 
equally  energetic  in  amusing  himself;  and  every 
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member  of  his  world  considered  him  or  herself 
fortunate  when  they  could  share  any  variation  of 
his  versatile  gambols. 

When  this  bright  particular  star  chose  and 
married  the  most  attractive  girl  in  his  set,  society 
sighed  while  It  smiled ;  and  Guy  Lester  put  the 
consensus  of  opinion  when  he  remarked  that 
Dick  Chamberlain  should  be  syndicated.  He 
should  not  belong  to  any  one  woman ;  "  but  then 
It  was  an  open  secret  that  Guy  had  wanted  Vio- 
let bmith   himself  ever  sin.e  her  black   braids 

boned"""""    ^'"'""'^  ^^'  ^^^^  *°^  ^^'^^^^  ^®"^" 
On  the  day  of  the  wedding  Mrs.  Quayle-Smith 
pressed  Lester  s  hand  softly,  for  he  had  larffe 
possessions  and  she  had  been  temporarily  wroth 
with  her  child  for  saying  him  nay ;  but  she  mur- 
mured to  him  that  the  heart  of  a  giri  was  a 
vagrant  thing  and  full  of  surprises,  and  walked 
majestically  up  the  aisle  on   his  arm,  content 
after  all  with  her  daughter's  choice;  for  was  she 
not  in  common  with  all  the  prominent  matrons 
herse?/?    "     Saints,  a  little  in  love  with  Dick 

It  had  been  Chamberlain's  social  motto  to  let 
the  other  man  walk  the  floor,  and  in  this  case 
man  was  a  generic  term.  A  number  of  women 
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had  walked  the  floor  on  his  account.  He  had  sin- 
gled out  one,  given  her  his  name,  and  placed  her 
at  the  head  of  his  household.  The  work  of  life 
was  too  strenuous,  engrossing, and  nerve-wearing, 
tor  h,m  to  be  expected  to  work  also  in  play-time. 
To  ask  him  to  alter  his  habit  of  following  the  line 
of  least  resistance  was  to  suggest  the  unreason- 
able.   Violet  s  rehnement,  her  daintiness,  her  good 
sense,  pleased  him  continuously.  His  attitude  had 
always  been  the  nonchalant  demand  of  Fortune 
that  she  give  him  her  best.  It  was  only  the  nat- 
ural order  of  things  that  his  wife  should  be  the 
most  charming  woman  he  knew,  but  there  were 
periods  when  he  could  set  her  on  a  safe  shelf 
with  the  sign  "  Please  do  not  touch,"  while  he 
allowed  some  other  woman  to  amuse  him. 

He  occasionally  reminded  himself  that  he  was 
fortunate  m  possessing  such  a  normal,  reasonable 
partner :  one  who  was  charmingly  attractive,  and 
yet  could  be  only  distantly  adored  by  any  man 
save  himself.  ^      ^ 

His  acquaintance  with  the  Armitages  had  been 
made  during  a  summer  in  Europe,  when  he  had 
flirted  with  Belle  and  played  pool  and  poker  with 
her  father  to  the  heart's  content  of  the  latter,  but 
not  so  entirely  of  the  former.  Miss  Armitage 
experienced  some  twinges  when  she  received  her 
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friend  H  weddiiijf  cards ;  and  later,  when  she  vis- 
ited  m  Boston,  it  was  not  in  her  flesh  and  blood 

Dick  *"'^"*^  *"  ^^'  ^''*''*  ^"^  ***™^^ 

When  the  crash  came,  he  was  stupefied.  Stand- 
ing alone  in  his  room  the  night  that  Violet  had 
renounced  him,  he  recalled,  as  well  as  he  could, 
with  his  careless,  irresponsible  memory  for  such 
things  the  events  of  the  past  month.  One  night, 
after  Belle  had  been  especially  amusing  at  some 
function,  he   remembered  Violet's  face  as  she 
stood   with  him  in  this  room,  in  this  very  spot, 
and  looked  up  into  his  eyes,  her  own  dry  knd 
bright.  ^ 

U  *l  ^^/Tt'*  ""^  ^''''^  ^'^  ^*^«^'  I^ick,"  she 
had  said ;  «  but  do  you  care  nothing  for  the  dig- 
nity of  our  love  ?"  ^ 
He  had  felt  rather  uncomfortable,  recalling 
some  passages  of  the  evening,  but  he  remembered 
shrugging  his  shoulders  and  requesting  the  post- 
ponement of  any  curtain  lecture,  as  he  had  a 
brute  of  a  day  before  him  to-morrow,  including 
the  playing  of  a  choral  wedding. 
The  dignity  of  their  love! 
Angiy  color  flooded  his  face  now  as  he  stood 
there.    How   much   had   she   cared  for  it !  He 
counted  the  cost  if  she  should  prove  obstinate 
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now.  How  criminally  selfish  she  was!  What  an 
impossible  position  for  a  church  musician! 

He  walked  up  and  down  until  the  dawn,  and 
as  soon  as  there  was  the  slightest  possibility  that 
his  august  mother-in-law  mi^rht  open  her  eyes  to 
the  new  day,  he  repaired  to  her  house,  well- 
groomed  without,  but  disheveled  mentally,  and 
laid  his  case  before  her. 

Mrs.  Quayle-Smith  was  in  bed  drinking  her 
coffee,  and  at  the  news  she  set  down  her  cup 
aghast,  and  read  the  note  her  son-in-law  handed 
her.  In  this  Violet  told  where  she  was  going,  in 
order,  she  said,  that  he  might  not  need  to  search 
for  her,  or  be  in  any  doubt  of  mind,  as  her  step 
was  irrevocable,  and  she  should  not  see  him 
under  any  circumstances.  She  said  nothing  could 
come  of  an  interview,  as  each  of  them  knew  the 
facts. 

The  lace  on  the  sleeves  of  Mrs.  Quayle-Smith 's 
hlac  negligee  trembled  with  agitation,  and  her 
eyes  flashed  angrily.  The  word  «  failure  "  had 
never  been  written  against  her  name.  Was  she  to 
admit  now  that  the  marriage  of  her  only  daugh- 
ter had  turned  out  disgracefully?  The  color 
poured  over  her  face.  "She  must  come  back 
at  once,"  she  exclaimed,  "before  any  one  sus- 
pects ! " 
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Dick  ffloweml  at  her,  sullen  injury  written 
on  h.8  good.lo«k.ng  countenance.  "  I  am  willinir 
that  she  should,"  he  returned.  "  You  must  teU 
ner  so. 

The  flash  in  the  eyes   meeting  his  was  for 
h.m  now.    "Don't  complicate  matters  by  being 
stupid      ejaculated   Mrs.  Quay le^mith.    "  You 
have  n  t  hved  with  Violet  a  year,  I  hope,  with- 
out  discovenng  that  she  is  absurdly  intense,  and 
%a    to  the  verge  of  imbecility,   because   the 
most  rudimentary  intelligence  could  n't  fail  to 
«ee  It     Nothing  but  extreme  revulsion  of  feeliuff 
could  have  dnven  her  to  this;  and  it  is  a  revul 
sion  not  to  be  mastered  by  condescension,  I  can 
tell  you. 

"What-  what  do  you  mean  !  "  .tammered 
Dick  angnly,  his  racked  nerves  driving  the  blood 
into  hn  face  and  himself  out  of  his  chair 

th.''?K'  ''Iv™;  y"",'^^""^  boy !"  rejoined 
the  other  "  You  know  better  than  anybody  else 
how  much  reason  she  has.  I  have  watched  you 
amusing  yourself  from  time  to  time;  bu^  we  all 
have  our  preferences,  and  if  mine  had  been  for 
the  loud  and  caekhng  girl,  I  should  have  brought 
V-olet  up  to  be  one.  Personally,  Belle  ArmitTge 
pts  on  my  nerves  and  1  avoid  her  haunts.  It's 
too  late  now  to  inquire  how  much  of  a  fool  you  've 
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<lam^,.  They  mi«t  U  repaired.  I  don't  pTo- 
po«  to  have  the  public  »y  tb.t  n.y  daugh  eril 
q«.r™W  w,U.  her  h«.ba..d,  and  a'ny  I2„Z 
your  name  would  mean  down  .nd  out  from  The 
JWy  Saint..  The  light  that  beat,  on  that  organ 
bench  «  ..mJar  ,n  ferocity  to  the  one  we  h*^ 

•I'd  let  me  dre«, ;  for  /  ]<„„„  Violet  if  you  don't 
i:  ;%"•"'*  "■*  '"'?'"'  "'  '»•'"*  ''fo  '- 
ned  you.  The  .peaker  gave  a  ouick,  compre- 
hend.„g  „^.  ,.i  ^„^^  It'.'iiffie^uE 
a^ked  to  I.ve  up  to  that  «,rt  of  thing  .he«,  dayf 

the  .Z  """?  """fortoWe  for  a  man  to  ha^ve 
the  average  wife,  one  who  at  least  know,  when 
to  be  deaf  and  blind -if  .he  doe.  n't  care  t^ 

"tTioler"  fr^""'  counter-irrnt^ 
but  Violet  V,  ju,t  -  Violet.  You  and  I  have  the 

harfe.  game  before  u.  now  that  we  ever  ph.yed 

™lf  of  T'  ""•  ""''^  '""  """'y  <live.'yo^ur. 
»elf  of  all  nonwnre,  we   shall  lose.  You  have 

played  very  badly  up  to  now -really  with  an 
incredible  lack  of  intelligence.  It  took  _  you 'H 
pardon  me  I  hope,  but  if  you  don't  I  can't  help 
It  -  It  took  absolute  stupidity  on  your  part  to 
dnve  Violet  to  this."  !«"'■«' 
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Dick  itood,  hi.  chin  up  ttud  hU  e^«g  wjowliii^ 
undei  the  vigoroui  ttrraignnient. 

"  \*  ^»li.  «ave  a  lot  of  time,"  went  on  Mn.. 
yuayle-hmith,  -  if  you  *ut|»eucl  all  thought  of 
your  own  dignity.  How  much  xvill  you  have,  en 
pasHunt,  when  it  is  known  that  Violet  haa  run 
away  /  If  she  were  like  other  people,  the  Hituation 
would  nt  be  so  difficult;  but  comi>ared  to  the 
disap,M,,«t«,eut  of  her  love  for  you,  the  speech 
of  people  will  be  less  than  nothing  to  her." 

"  Selfish  c. eature ! "  ejaculated  Chamberlain  be- 
tween his  teeth. 

His  UioUier-iu-law  gave  a  derisive  little  laugh. 
Of  course    Men  are  all  alike.  Too  selfish  and 
pig-headed  themselves  to  be  able  to  take  a  woman's 
standpoint  if  she  dares  to  wound  them  even  in 
self-defense.  If  you  ever  loved  Violet,  you  prob- 
ably  stdl  do.  She  is  too  dignified,  too  delicata, 
too  pretty,  and  too  much  in  love  with  you  to 
have  lost  your  affection  in  this  length  of  time. 
Ihere  is  a  way  in  which  the  Gordian  knot  could 
be  cut  before  noon.  Violet  has  taken  refuge  with 
my  sister   Mrs.  Waters.  It  is  perfectly  obvious 
why  she  did  n't  come  to  me.  If  you  went  there 
now  from  here,  you  would  be  refused  admittance. 
Your  first  step  should  be  to  break  in  the  door 
your  next  to  knock  down  the  man  who  says,  'Not 
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...d  waiter  .^i.|.  |ik.  „.„.„.„  ^J^       *  ''»« 

h.  .„d  u.,,y  ,.„ .  e,.,.i  „„  „„,„  ^„„,^,_  __^^  J2' 
b«ll..t  ...  a  u,„ver«,  that  «i.u  f„,  her ;  tbat  Tou 

.7.r  ..iir;'*''7?  *"" "'"""«'  ^™  "•  --»'- 

e  V  a^d  "  •  ,"'"  """,>'""."«•"  ''«"  bee..  „.i. 
ow..  will,  that  y„u  w.l,  amy  her  off  after  the  ...a..- 
uer  „  a  eav^lweller.  Oh !  "  Mr».  Q..ayle.Srth 
•■kW  a,..l  .„,i|ed,  ..how  abnurdly  a..d  rwT.  ^ 
ou.yhaH.y  Violet  „„„,d  he-  YesfridieuC^^^^^^^^ 

eve.,  a  wholly  e-.^aK-..^ ra«<.al  like  you;  but" - 
tbe  speaker  ,>au»eda..U  .shr..ffged  her,.lu„,p  ,ilk. 
clad  shoulder,,  "I  dou't  even  au^sLt  ,ueh  a 
course,  much  lesa  ask  it,  because  l\„ow  l^ 
utter  .„al,.,ty  to  do  .„„r„  tha,.  „,„sk  your  a  .1 
•nd  h„.,.du.tio„  before  tie  world  while  I  2Z 

which  I  ,V?''-.';".'  '""  "^"^  '"■  '"  -'  fr«»A. 
which  I  th.nk  will  be  of  ai,  v  avail  " 

She  had  always  longed  for  a  son,  and  it  wa, 

Za    Hi, 7  "™"  """u*"  ''*"  •"'■»  »!-''  'hat 
"ord.  ri„  frowning,  white  anger  was  very  be- 
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oomiuK  to  hi„  UK,  ...d  J,,  ^^^  fci^  ,j^ 
the  tyn  of  a  connouMur. 

of  ...y  lov.  fo,  Violet ;  but  I  do  .tote  th.t  I 'v.. 
never  for  one  moment  been  falw  to  her  " 

Not  what  you  .nd  I  would  term  f.l« ,  but  pom- 
Wy,  my  de.,,  you  would  n't  .tond  there  withVuch 
j»lfT.ghteou.ue«.  if  Violet'.  c«le  h«i  been  more 
lAejour  own.  H..  .he  ever  told  you  about  Guy 

Th'itWll" ''"'"'  "'""  '"  ""  '""  ""'^'•• 
her»lf  well  dunng  .11  your  preoccupation,.  The 

with  fire,  and  had  a  very  good  time  out  of  it,  too, 
for  Lester  i,  ,«„,  reprocht.  Poor  girl.  She  wa. 
born  into  the  wrong  age  for  the  nurturing  of  he, 
-deal.  Go  on  now,  Dick,  and  u«,  judgment - 
u.e  judgment.  The  .te«l  ia  out  of  the  .table,  but 
I  m  going  to  .teal  up  and  put  the  bridle  on  her 
simply  becauM  I  mmt  n't  fail." 

Chamberlain  hesitated,  «,t  hi.  teeth,  and  gazed 
at  the  epeaker  with  haggard  eyes. 

She  held  out  her  hand  to  him,  and  he  rather 
eagerly  came  forward  and  lifted  it  to  hi.  lip, 
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Ye,  I  hke  you,"  .he  Mid  sincerely.  "I'm 
very  fo„d  of  you  in  fact.  Simply  remoml»«r  that 
Mn,.  Waters «  illne^  ha«  talcm  a  turn  for  the 

TTJ  •"'^  ^^'^^  ^'°'*^*  *^*'  *»«•«  ^"'"ecJ  to  her.  I 
•hall  do  my  be,t  for  your  take  .  d'  an  for  mr 
own.  •' 


^ 
i^ 


i 


ii 


s^r 
-f-- 


CHAPTER   XIII 

THE    RRNCONTKB 

Tm  above  interview  was  suoceo.led  by  ma„, 
others  when  the  obduracy  of  Violet  l«,can,e  i„^ 
creasmgly  manifest.  Mrs.  Q..ayle.S„,ith  raged  in 
private  and  smiled  in  public.  Mrs.  Waters',  pre- 
canous  condition  gave  some  plausibility  to  the 

thrd:":,*"  'r^^^rr^"^^  ">  «■"'  -en  whe„ 

the  death  of  Violet's  aunt  made  the  pretense 
Himsy,  Mrs.  Chamberlain's  mother  told  t-i   s  „1 

»ity  which  ,  rove  her  away  for  a  rest.  The  exas- 
pemtingly  cl<»r  understanding  of  the  facts  which 

caused  the  great  lady,  when  Violet  actually  left 
the  city   to  go  to  her  soii-ii-law's  home  and  re- 

with  her  solid  influence,  atten.Iing  every  church 
service  and  never  avoiding  the  'subject  o  Te, 
daughter,  poor  child,  who  «,  regretted  beinJ 
obliged  to  absent  herself  so  long  fL,  Dick !     ^ 

sand  "  JliH       *  ""  °f  "'■''  "'"'  "-  ''«'«'  '"  the 

^»i  ivester.     Not  one  ever  comi)ared  with  Mrs 

154 


i,, 


tti 


3.; 


The  Rmcmitre 


Qua,le-S,„ith.  Do  you  .„,,p„«,  the  rector  believe, 
her  for  a  minute ?" 

•    "  ' ''"'''' ''°»"  j''»t  I'ow  credulous  Mr.  Ainslee 

8,    was   he  re8,,,,„«.,  "hut  1  do  know  that,  luck- 

ly  for  Chamber  ai„,  the  rector  i»  a»  auxi^uH  to 

beheve  her  as  she  is  to  have  hi„, ;  «,  between 

them  they  should  succeed." 

Little  wonder  that  under  the  circumstances  the 
orga».Htof  The  Holy  Saints  welcomed  the  ~ 
tumty  to  escaiH,  from  curiosity,  enmity,  or  sym- 
pat  ly,  to  a  haven  where  he  nnght  affect  nothing 
and  be  .mce  more  irre»,H,nsil,le.  To  reach  Regina 
Beach,  therefore,  and  find  it  just  what  he  was 
■belong,  to  get  a  taste  of  it.  soft  yet  invigorating 
hreezes,  a  s.ght  of  its  sweep  of  ocean,  a  sense  of 
.b  alhmng  remoteness  from  the  world's  hubbub 
m  d  labor  and  then  be  confronted  with  the  pr<^ 
senee  of  the  only  people  in  the  world  he  Zh 
to  avoid,  was  an  exasperation.  It  was  not  at  Ji 
m  accord  with  the  manner  in  which  Fortune  was 
expecte..  to  treat  Kichard  Chamberlain.    After  a 
long  and  faithful  ministering  to  his  whims  and 
needs    wa.  it  indeed  a  fact  that  the  jade  had 
turned  fickle,  and  that  he  need  no  longer  expect 
her  to  smile  upon  him  'I  "^ 

tact  that  he  had  a  stenographer  sister  whom  he 
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WM  eager  to  offer  at  his  master's  shrine,  was 
quite  as  .t  .houjd  be.  ChamberUin,  like  ^a.^ 
another  powerful  m.„,  had  that  unrecognizi^ 

appear,  fh.ngs  rf.rf  eome  his  way  because  he  e,- 
pected  them  to  do  so.  He  ha.i  be^n  enragtd  w  ,h 
Violet  for  putting  him  i„  .„  intolerable  ^sitio. 
he  was  impatient  with  Mis.  Armitage  now  fo 
having  ventured  to  Regina  Beach  atlo  inoppor- 
tune  a  moment.  vv"'^ 

His  anger  with  his  wife  had  long  ago  melted 
and  given  place  to  a  stoical  readjustment  To  tte 
conditions  He  was  a  prominent  figure  in  tlie  eye 
of  scores  of  influential  folk.  He  must  be  above 
reproach ,  and  with  a  clever,  strong  mentor  beside 
hm,  he  concentrated  his  faculties  on  redeeming 
the  situation  and  keeping  an  unfaltering  front 

No  one  but  himself  knew  the  man/hours  of 
darkness  when  he  reviewed  the  past  under  pres- 
sure  of  the  countless  ways,  small  and  great,  in 
which  he  missed  Violet  in  spite  of  the  blow  he 
had  given  him, -a  blow  given,  from  his  point 
of  view,  with  brutal  suddenness.  There  had  been 
DO  preniomtion,  there  had  been  no  threat.  Like 
a    hunderbolt  from  a  clear  sky  her  action  had 

un!:rbl7siti„r "  """"^  ■"'  -'--"^ 
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So  he  stood  in  his  room,  on  hiH  arrival  at  the 
colossal  hotel,  and  looked  gravely  out  on  the 
vast  blueness,  too  undecided  even  to  be  seated  in 
the  big  wicker  chair  which,  like  everything  else 
in  the  place,  seemed  inviting  him  to  comfort. 

None  of  the  spots  where  he  had  spent  a  day 
or  two  on  the  way  here  attracted   him  by  com- 
parison with  this.   Why  decide  until  he  was  sure? 
The  Amiitages  might  he  on  the  eve  of  departure. 
Why  had  he  not  questioned  Claude?  Naturally 
generous  in  disposition,  and  not  given  to  believ- 
ing ill  of  others,   it   was  entirely  characteristic 
that  he  had  never  blamed  Belle  Armitage  for  his 
disaster.    He  believed  her  as  careless  as  himself, 
and  as  blind  to  possible  consequences.  He  even 
wondered  if  she  had  ever  heard  that  her  name 
was  connected  with  Violet's  departure  ;  or  if  any 
one  had  told  her  that  this  departure  was  sus- 
pected  to  be  permanent.    Belle  was  a  good  fel- 
low.   She  would  never  leave  a  man  if  he  flirted 
a   bit.    On   the  contrary,  Chamberlain   fancied 
that  the  man  whose  name  she  bore  would  be  kept 
too  busy  supervising  and  cataloguing  her  flirta- 
tions to  have  much  time  for  pursuing  his  own. 
He  hoped  and  believed  that  she  suspected  no 
connection  between  herself  and  the  mischief  that 
had  befallen. 
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DinneKime  drew  near  before  he  decided  to 
make  Ins  toilet.  This  accomplished,  his  next 
move  was  to  go  down  to  the  hotel  office  and 
consult  the  register.  As  he  did  so,  he  was  con- 
8C10U8  that  this  act  was  another  of  the  train 
of  small  annoyances  with  which  he  had  paid  for 
--  he  used  always  to  say  Violet's  ruthless  act ; 
he  had  lately  begun  to  call  it  his  own  careless 
folly. 

His  will  had  so  long  been  law,  his  dominance, 
professional  and  social,  so  long  unquestioned,  it 
was  humiliating  to  realize  that  he  was  consulting 
that  register  to  discover  if  any  acquaintance  was 
in  the  hotel  who  would  be  likely  to  retail  his 
encounter  with  the  Armitages.  Not  one  person 
whom  he  knew,  save  his  stiiunch  supporter,  would 
believe  it  to  be  accidental. 

The  register  disclosed  no  threatening  name. 
He  was  shutting  the  book  when  a  hearty  blow 
on  the  shoulder  made  him  turn. 

"Dick,  my  boy,  well  met!  Well  met!"  Mr. 
Armitage  shook  the  younger  man's  hand  with 
enthusiasm,  while  his  tired  eyes  held  a  spark. 
"  What  good  angel  led  you  here  !  We  heard  you 
were  rambling,  and  if  I  'd  had  an  idea  where  to 
reach  you,  would  have  wired  you  at  once.  Come 
outdoors  and  speak  to  Belle.  It  was  she  who  dis- 
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covered   you   through   the   window.   Well,  well, 
Dickie-boy,  this  is  good  indeed." 

Mr.  Armitage  kept  his  hand  on  the  younger 
man's  shoulder  as  they  crossed  to  the  doorway, 
and  Chamberlain's  thoughts  were  busy.  Evi- 
dently no  breath  of  gossip  had  reached  this  old 
fnend,  whose  hearty  and  affectionate  welcome 
was  balm  to  Chamberlain's  hurt  pride,  and  came 
like  a  breath  from  those  halcyon  days  before  he 
was  put  upon  his  defense. 

Belle  Armitage  rose  from  her  chair  as  they 
reached  the  open  door  and  took  a  step  forward^ 
She  and  this  man  had  not  met  wnce  the  evening 
when  the  last  straw  broke  the  camel's  back;  for, 
as  was  said  before,  she  had  discreetly  and  irame-' 
diately  left  the  field  of  victory. 

"  Where  did  you  drop  from  ?  "  inquired  Miss 
Armitage,  with  her  hal)if  lal  drawl,  her  sharp  eyes 
discerning  the  new  lines  of  care  in  her  friend's 
face.  Its  expression,  however,  was  all  geniality. 
"Out  of  your  motor-car,"  responded  Dick,  with 
the  alertness  and  keen  relish  of  a  situation  which 
always  gave  him  the  appearance  of  getting  more 
out  of  life  than  any  one  else.  There  were  few  so- 
cial occurrences  so  dry  that  he  could  not  extract 
some  juice  from  them,  and  under  the  rare  circum- 
stance of  hopeless  sterility,  a  flash  of  lightning 
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miffht  have  envied  him  the  rapidity  with  which 
he  disappeared  from  the  scene. 

Belle  lifted  her  bare,  snowy  shoulders  and  her 
eyebrows  "  We  Ve  junt  tumbled  out  of  it  our- 
«eWes,    she  returned,  lingering  nasally  on  every 

"Then  Raynor  did  n't  tell  you?  Good  boy.  Let 
me  congratulate  you  on  your  chauflFeur."  Dick 
laughed  with  his  customary  infectious  gayety. 

his  ]  T  r^''/'^'?  ^"  Armitagcga'zing  at 
his  friend  with  affectionate  wistfulness.  "  The 
same  old  offer  still  holds  good,  Chamberlain. 
I  11  pay  vou  more  than  The  Saints,  to  come  and 
laugh  f.  me  by  the  month.  So  you  know  Ray- 
nor, eh  ?  J  ^y 

"  Yps,  indeed.  One  of  my  old  choir-boys.  I 
ran  into  1  .  j„st  as  I  left  the  ferry,  and  he 
brought  me  over." 

"  I  wonder  w!iy  be  did  n't  speak  of  it  ?  "  said 
Dene. 

"  Wholesome  memories,  perhaps.  Possibly  he 
had  dim  visions  of  a  fine.  By  the  time  my  boys' 
voices  change,  they  are  past  manters  in  mindiL 
their  own  business  ;  "  and  Chamberlain  laughed 
again.    "Heavens,    Belle,"    he    remarked,    in    a 

changed  tone,  "if  I  stey  here,  ami  gJing  to 
bloom  hke  you  ?  T  can't  afford  any  more  umbum- 
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pum,  and  the  pale  and  interesting  is  the  style 
most  becoming  to  me." 

Koses  were  blooming  high  in  Belle's  cheeks. 
Her  wish  wa«  father  to  the  thought  that  this 
man  had  followed  her.  "I'm  no  stouter,  not 
an  ounce,  she  replied,  lifting  her  chin ; «  and  of 
c.>ur8e  everything  blooms  in  Southern  California 
Have  n  t  you  used  your  eyes?  " 

"Yes,  that's  the  trouble  with  me,"  he  re- 
sponded significantly.  «  I  always  do." 

His  look  raised  the  girl  to  a  pinnacle  of  tri- 
umph. Her  eyes,  cheeks,  and  lips,  in  the  halo  of 
her  golden  red  hair,  were  dazzling. 

They  had  not  succeeded  in  setting  him  against 
her,  then.  Even  that  frightfully  candid,  insolent 
Mrs.  Quay le-Smith  had  not  been  able  to  make 
him  hold  her  to  account  for  what  had  occurred 
He  admired  her  as  much  as  ever,  perhaps  more! 
He  had  followed  her  here.  Probably  his  hand 
nad  been  but  an  excuse. 

The  three  dined  together  that  night  with  many 
a  reminiscence  of  the  varied  spots  in  which  their 
tno  had  feasted  or  starved  in  foreign  lands, 
thamberlam  cast  dull  care  aside  with  thorouc^h 
enjoyment  of  the  reaction  from  the  oppression  "of 
the  last  tour  months ;  and  barely  recovered  his 
caution  when  Mr.  Armitage  began  telling  him  of 
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a  motor  trip  up  the  coaat  which  they  were  pUu- 

ning.  "Now,"  added  that  gentleman,  wiUilt, 

"you  are  Justin  time  to  join  ua." 

The  ,mpo8ii,j^  form  of  hi«  majestic  mother-in- 

aw  seemed  to  loom  before  the  vision  of  the 
famuui  orguuMt. 

"Hold  hard,  hold  hard,  ,„y  Jea,  ,i,!"  fc.  „. 

«r..ed.  ..  t ..  only  „„  the  other  «de  „f  ,h.  poud 
tlwt  I  ca«  helong  to  the  leisure  cluw.  I  have  T^mt 
out  here  to  labor." 

TheoldermanV  face  fell.  "Howi,U..tV  Yoa 
.?«     "t?^""'  '^^"'"^'^''•'l  ui»tair8,  I  hope." 

autiorah.,. ;  goH.g  to  get  a  few  thing,  out  of  n.v 

Dick  had  been  ,u»„ing  himself  .o  contentedly 

in  h«.  native  air  of  approbation,  that  he  realized 

Jly  w.  h  painful  effort  that  even  thi.  .dn.i»ion 

aliould  be  hedged  about. 

."  '  <'.°!'''  know  exactly  where  I  ',„  going  to  do 

I  e"  7"'"«/f.  ™"-  •  ''"J  to  Lave  a  fook  at 
the  famous  Regma,  but  I  don't  know  yet  that 
■t^wdl^l^favorable  to  concentration.    I  Ly  nol 

"  No  "  thought  Miss  Armitage,  playing  with 
her  coffe^spoon.  "If  we  leave!  \l  l^y^iTt 
too.  Come  with  us,"  she  drawled,  "and  you  shall 
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Dick  frowned  at  l,«r  .milingly.  "  What  I  „«.| 
on.  JZT  '"  '.I'  "'  '•'«»"'"*'•  ••"'  •<-"■<' 
ment  ?     He  exh.b.ted  the  enlargcl  sinew  o,,  hi. 

the  pri,  an.1  Diok  ,„  «  .udden  panic  l«,g«„  to 
consider  the  situation  seriously. 

traZV"";!  ""'f  ^'"',  "•"''''  ™"''''™  •"  «»»»- 
tnuion?     he  returnml.  "  My  need  i,  f„r  ,o„e 

Z^  th^t  ••   "*"'  """'''^  '■•""•''-'"-'  ""''  » 
Belle  lifted  her  white  shoulder,   again;  ,„H 
Chamherlam    h.v.ng  pai.l  «,  ,„„,,.  {"hLu  e   to 
habit,  turned  to  her  father. 
_  "  That  would  be  a  corking  trip,"  he  observed. 
How  soon  are  you  going  to  start?" 
"  I  don't  know  that  we  're  going  to  start  " 
mterpo^d  Belle,  "My  opinion  if  tha^  fltheTwUl 
prefer  to  tiptoe  around  your  windows,  looking  ;„ 
to  see  when  genuis  cea«es  t„  burn  «■  he  can  carry 

baThi:ghl'i:X.K'"°"''  "■''''•'«•  ^'■^ 
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B«lle  turned  her  eyes  toward  him  languidly. 
"  I  mippoiie  it  would  be  rather  indimreet  in  hi  i 
to  go  with  u»,"  she  thought.  "  It  was  awfully 
danng  to  come  here  at  all,  considering  Mamma 
Smith.  I  shan't  tell  Molly  Tyler." 

"  You  ought  to  go  with  us,"  iiersisted  Mr.  Ai- 
mitage  urgently.  "  I  dare  say  you  've  never  seen 
Catalina." 

"  I  dare  say  I  have  n't.  I  dare  say  I  'm  the  ten- 
derest  tenderfoot  that  ever  came  west  of  the 
Mississippi ;  but  buMinesM  first  and  pleasure  after- 
ward." 

"  How  long  will  it  take  you  to  write  your 
good-for-nothing  article?"  grumbled  the  other. 

"  Book,  sir,  book  —  volume.  Like  the  boy 
who  did  n't  know  whether  he  could  play  the  vio- 
lin because  he  had  never  tried,  I  am  uncertain 
yet  whether  my  Pegasus  is  full-winged  or  moult- 
ing. You  'II  have  to  give  me  time." 

Mr.  Armitage  grunted  resentfully.  "  It 's  all 
bosh.  There  are  too  many  books  already.  No- 
body '11  want  yours." 

"I  suspect  you  're  clairvoyant,  my  dear  pal ; 
but  you  forget  the  moHve  for  my  great  work. 
You  remember  the  8t*t^*?nient  of  the  poet  that  — 

•  the  wonder  grew 
That  one  amall  head  could  carry  all  be  knew  ' 
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Mint  won't  carry  my  erudition  any  lonj^er.  It  '• 
iHNin  a  miitake  that  I  hav«  n't  cuitivateU  th«  biir 
heaci.  * 

Belle  lifted  her  white  chin.  "  Father  it  peevi.h. 
liick,  ihe  MDiiJed,  -  and  your  innocent  mirth 
won  t  cheer  him  in  the  leaat." 

"  ^^^\'^  the  damage?"  inquired  Mr.  Armi- 
toge.  "  I  11  buy  up  the  whole  edition  before  it  'h 
wntten." 

"  Great !  "  exclaimed  Chamberlain,  itrikinir  the 
table.  "  We  '11  put  that  in  the  protpectui..  Fred- 
enck  Unsing  Armitage  of  New  York,  well- 
known  patron  of  the  art»,  haa  necuretl  the  Hrnt 
edition  of  Mr.  Chamberlain',  great  work  in  ad- 
vauce  in  order  to  —  " 

"  Save  him  from  making  a  fool  of  himself  " 
interrupted  the  patron  of  the  arta,  pushing  his 
chair  back  from  the  table,  for  his  daughter  wa. 
rising.  ** 
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CHAPTER  XIV 

AUNT   PH(EBE    CAPITULATES 

When,  late  that  evening,  father  and  daughter 
were  separating  for  the   night,  Belle  kissed  her 
parent  as  usual,  and  he  held  her  off  for  a  minute, 
thinking  he  had  never  seen  her  look  so  attractive. 
Why  .„  the  mischief  did  n't  you  marry  Dick 
Chamberlani,  Belle?  You  had  a  running  start  of 
Violet  Smith.   What  you  will  probably  do  is  to 
give  me  a  son-in-law  that  will  bore  m    to  tears; 
and  here  It  might  have  been  Dick.  Great  Scott, 
I  should  hye  to  be  a  hundred  if  I  had  that  chap 
to  play  with.  ^ 

"  I   don't    know  exactly  why   I  did  n't,"   re- 
plied  Belle   demurely,  her  heart    beating   with 

Its  certamty    "Cupid  doesn't  observe  any  rules 
m  his  game."  "^ 

"H'm,     grunted   Mr.   Armitage  reflectively. 
It  would  be  caddish  to  refer  to  such  a  thing 
except  that  Violet  has  played  the  boy  such  a 
inean  trick.  I  've  been  on  the  verge  of  asking  him 
about  her  a  dozen  times  to-night." 

''And   I've  seen  it,"  returned    Belle  alertly. 
Surely  you  II  never  make  such  a  mistake  !  " 
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don't  "J,  ?""  ""  "'""K*  '"  '"•■"  that  I 

.t  means   e.ti.e..  that  ,vo  are  rudely  „ell  Zt 

"itv    I  said    °    •  '-"^  '"•"  •"'  "I'Port"- 

"father!  What  did  he  answer  ■"• 

uaturi'"'""'  ""'''  "  "'"'  "  ''"^'  f"'  ^'i»'''  '»v«d 

;;  Hem  did  he  say  it,  father -how' " 

thought    A  sort  „f  gl„„„.  ,,tti,j  „^^,.  J^'^^J 
He  d,d  n  t  proeeeu,  and  I  thought  of  aski  .Vwh!.' 

out  tt  I  r^Y  .    .-'  '""'^"'■'  '"  '»"'  '"  t-"'  it 

ence,  and  he  has  left  home  to  ..et  awav  fr^rir 
not  to  talk  about  it.  Pronnse  „:«  "       ^  *'"""  "' 

"'y  ^oul,  ,t  s  nothing  to  me  unless  I  can  help  the 
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boy.  I  suppose  he  'II  tell  uie,  if  I  can.  Go  to  bed, 
Silly,  and  don't  get  excited  over  nothing." 

When  Chamberlain  went  to  the  office  that 
night,  a  letter  was  handed  him  in  a  well-known 
writing.  With  the  faithfulness  of  a  Casablanca, 
Mrs.  Quayle-Smith  was  standing  guard  in  his  ab- 
sence ;  but  his  face  looked  careworn  as  he  opened 
the  letter.  In  the  congenial  environment  of  tiie 
evening  he  had  forgotten  that  he  needed  defense. 
This  is  what  he  read  : 

Dear  Dick.— I  hope  you  will  have  reached 
Kegina  Beach  by  the  time  this  does,  for  Violet 
has  declared  herself  at  last  in  the  first  real  letter 
she  has  written  me.  It  was  posted,  as  her  last  note 
was,  at  Los  Angeles ;  but  I  don't  believe  she  is  at 
Los  Angeles  any  more  than  I  am.    She  has  it 
firmly  in  her  mind  that  you  are  infatuated  with 
Belle  Armitage.  She  does  not  mention  names,  of 
course,  but  she  announces  her  intention  to  remain 
away  until  her  "  desertion  "  enables  you  to  be- 
come legally  free  and  enter  into  the  new  tie. 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  such  madness?  As  if  you 
wouldn't  have  married  that  aggressive  creature 
two  years  ago,  if  you  had  wished  it.  I  examined 
my  eyes  with  a  hand-glass  this  morning,  and 
crow's  feet  are  deepening  at  each  corner  in  spite 
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massage 
it's  Violet.  She  has  at  last  j^iven  me  an  address 
m  Los  Angeles,  and  I  «haP  make  haste  to  use  it 
As  If  the  same  man  rou/,f  love  a  Violet  Smith  and 
a  Belle  Armitage  !  The  supposition  is  an  imbecil- 
.ty  on  the  face  of  it;  and  I  should  think,  in  com- 
mon  fairness,  Violet  might  give  you  credit  for 
more  taste  than  to  wish  to  live  in  the  house  with 
a  woman  who  talks  through  her  nose  and  laughs 
as  a  wdd  Indian  war-whoops.  Only  to  recall  that 
shnek  makes  me  cringe.  And  then,  the  enormity 
of  Violet  hinting  at  anything  so  unehurchly  as 
divorce !  She  must  have  brooded  over  her  troubles 
and  exaggerated  them  until  she  is  unbalanced 
My  poor  boy,  it  is  very  disagreeable  to  have  to 
send  you  this  news  just  at  the  time  you  are  recu- 
perating; but  we  wouldn't  have  this  burden  to 
bear  if  it  had  not  been  for  your  carelessness,  and 
80,  while  my  hair  is  whitening,  you  must  take 
your  share  of  the  pain. 

Of  course,  affairs  can't  go  on  forever  like 
this.  The  vestry  will  have  to  know  the  truth  be- 
fore the  year  is  out.  Your  substitute  is  doinff  verv 
well,  and  the  boys  are  on  their  mettle  so  that 
your  vacation  shall  be  peaceful.  Peaceful !  I  have 
been  terribly  tempted  to  answer  inquiry  with  the 
word  that  you  have  gone  West  to  join  Violet  • 
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hut  I  don't  <,uite  daro,  f„r  who  knows,  if  I  did 
but  that  mconsiderut..  ^nrl  „,,^,ht  appear  here  the' 
next  day     If  only  n.y  miHguided  sister  had  not 
provid,  d  her  with  funds;  but  alas!  she  did,  and 
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The  letter  diminished  to  a  wail,  and  the  lines 
showed  deeper  in  Chamberlain's  face  as  he  fin- 
ished  It. 

With  his  elbows  resting  on  the  table  he  medi- 
tated far  into  the  night.  For  the  first  time  he 
grasped  ^he  tenacity  of  Violet'.s  resolution.  Sacred 
memories  of  their  love  returned  t(,  him ;  little 
evidences  of  her  constant  thought  and  consid- 
eration. He  was  conscious  of  wonder  that  there 
was   no  resentment    in    his    heart    toward    her 

leTer     '  '"^'^  "^"""^  *^^  '"^"^"'^  ""^  *^''  '^"^*«^ 
All  for  freedom,  and  the  world  well  lost.   He 
could  fancy  his  wife  thus  paraphrasing  the  famil- 
lar  saymg.   Her  love  had  been  all  the  world  to 
her.  Now  that  she  believed  it  outraged,  the  only 
relief  she  could  find  was  in  the  knowledge  that 
no  tie  of  man's  making  bound  him  to  her.  He 
knew  her  well  enough  to  comprehend  the  strue- 
gles  which  had  led  up  to  the  letter  she  wrote  her 
mother. 
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Dick  was  not  narrow  himself.   He  knew  Violet 
to  be  meapahle  of  narrowness.    Her  jealousy  wa. 
of  the  sort  that  sought  no  revenge  upon  a  rival 
-nothing  hut  ahsolute  withdrawal  from  the  en- 
vironment; and  the  need  for  this  was  so  compel- 
hiig  that  not  even  the  destruction  of  herhusbaiid's 
professional  career  would  deter  her.  So  she  was 
no  heroine ;  Violet  was  no  heroine.  Dick  recog- 
nized It.   It  would  have  been  convenient  for  a 
.nan  constituted  like  himself  to  have  been  married 
to  a  self-immolating  creature  instead  of  one  will- 
ing to  immolate  him.  He  pitied  himself  a  good 
deal  that  night  as  he  made  ready  for  bed 

If  only  the  Armitages  would  go  away  even  for 
a  short  tour,  it  would  relieve  the  present  pressure 
of  circumstances.  An  inner  monitor  informed 
him  with  impertinent  persistence  that  he  should 
not  dally  with  the  situation,  but  should  steer  a 
northern  course  to-morrow  morning  before  Belle's 
pretty  red  head  lifted  from  her  pillow;  bur  he 
informed  the  voice  indignantly  that  he  could  n't 
be  so  uncivil  as  that  to  Ray  nor,  after  urging  him 
to  persuade  his  sister  into  his  service. 

Where  was  Violet  roaming?  His  Violet.  She 
had  cared  more  for  her  own  pride  than  for  his 
career ;  -  but  she  was  eating  her  heart  out  some- 
where, alone,  in  spite  of  his  vows.  Belle  Armi- 
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pt!^."    „  '"'-'«''-'™-  had  .parkled  with 

ptea...re  m  .»  ,,„«.„««  tu-ni^ht ;  but  the  routine 
«"<!  unrem.tt..,^r  ,«re  and  labor  of  hi.  profel! 
««.  had  alwaVH  been  a,.c„„,panied  by  a  ru. m  nt 
ob,.^to  of  the  delicate  flatter,  and 'deviro! 

f  J!;'  '■'7"'"»'«»««  tl'at  gave  him  further  food 

Violet ;  and  Mr.  Armitage  only  tentatively. 

They  knew,  then,  that  his  wife  had  gone.  It  wa. 
easyto.ee  that  they  did  not  knowV.  Good 
fnends  they  were.  Good  friends;  and  their  „„ 

4«es^.on.ng  cordiality  to-night  had  been  as  gra" 
tul  as  water  in  a  thirsty  Und. 

The  „e,t  morning  Sibyl  Raynor  hummed  softly 
whde  she  dressed,  and  when  her  toilet  was  com^ 

-*"  f'dy-  Nora  Crema?"  she  asked  cheer- 
own      Good  girl!     Then  she  paused  for  an  in- 

cirra::^'^"'^''''*'^'^»p«''''--w„:s. 

^^  Presently  they  stood   apart,  regarding  each 

repla1L"fh'"  '""!'"  '"''  ^'"'*''  "  ' '"'^«  ^een 
repeating  the  words  you  used  to  say  when  vou 
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were  a  child:  'God  will  make  everything  come 
right,  won't  He?'"  j        k      me 

"If  you  had  j.,Ht  left  off  the  (juention,  that 
won M  have  been  a  good  declaration,"  returned 
oibyl.      You  should  have  been  sleeping." 

"With  Dick  a  few  rods  away?  I  couldn't;  but, 
wonderful,  wonderful  girl  that  you  are,  1  have 
been  so  quiet,  so  willing  to  lie  there  and  rest ! " 
"  Are  you  coming  down  to  breakfast  ?" 
"  Yes ;  I  can't  let  you  bring  up  the  tray." 
"Dear  Nora;    Sibyl  nodded  approvingly.  "I 
think  It's  better  for  you  to  come  down." 

Claude  was  free  to  be  as  luxurious  in  the  morn- 
ing as  Mrs.  Bostwick  would  allow;  so  Sibyl 
counted  on  a  private  word  with  her  aunt  before 
he  should  appear.  When,  therefore,  Violet  had 
hnished  her  coffee  and  returned  upstiiirs,  Sibyl 
persuaded  Aunt  Phcebe  to  leave  the  remainder 
of  the  serving  to  the  little  maid  who  came  in  for 
that  purpose  and  the  dish-washing. 

"  What 's  on  your  mind  ?  "  inquired  Mrs.  Bost- 
wick,  hesitating.  "  Not  that  business  Claude 
talked  about,  I  hope,  because  I've  decided  to 
put  my  foot  down  on  it;  if  that's  all,  I'll  go 
right  on  with  my  work.  Go  up  and  call  Claude, 
won  t  you,  Sibyl,  and  don't  you  leave  his  door  till 
he  says  he  's  up." 
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"I  want  Claiulo  to  Hl,.c.p  until  we  've  don«  talk- 
ing, returned  the  ^irl,  with  the  quiet  that  her 
Axmt  had  learned  whh  Mijrnificint. 

"Hey?"  ijuestioned  Mrs.  Bostwick,  readjuit- 
in^  her  Hpectacleg. 

"The  ,K>rch  in  likely  to  be  full.  Ut'a  go  out 
to  the  gate  and  stroll  a  hit." 

The  girl  slipped  her  arm  through  her  aunt's 
and  led  her  unresisting  down  the  garden  walk 

Aunt  Ph<|.be  looked  at  her  curiously.  "I 
thought  Nora  Creina  h)oked  sort  of  peaked  this 
morning  she  said.  "  What 's  happened  ?  Have 
those  folks  she  was  so  afraid  of  at  the  hotel  found 
her  out,  or  has  her  husband  turned  up?  I  guessed 
plain  en<,ugh,  from  the  things  she  told  me  that 

to"he  "  '  ^^""^  ^'^  '^'*'  "''  "^''' """  ^^^"^  '''  ''®  """^^^ 

^u  y?/.'"  !'^  ""^'^  """^^  surprised,"  returned 
^ibyl  « to  hear  that  the  people  she  feared  are 
tlaude  s  Armitages." 

"  Und  !  You  don't  say  so ;  but  she  must  have 
found  that  out  right  oflF." 

J[f^  t'^\  '^^'  ^'^^''^bing  event  just  now  is 
that  her  husband  has  come  to  the  hotel." 

"  What  do  you  mean!  Following  those  Armi- 
tages?  asked  Mrs.  Bostwick  excitedly;  "and 
there 's  that  handsome  girl  Claude  tells  about.  So 
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i*hr'H  the  hono  of  corit««iition.  Don't  I  r«»memb«.r 
how  th«  |K>or  woman  flew  over  to  our  houM*  that 
night?  Why  it'H  „  Sad  an  Sodom  and  Gomor- 
rah !  So  he  'h  ohiwev.  after  her  way  out  here,  has 
he?  The  pesky  man.** 

"  No  ;  you  mu«t  n't  think  ho.  Claude  rniyn he- 
he  wan  dumfounded  when  he  found  thiv  were 
here."  ^ 

"So  Claude  swallowed  that,  did  he?"  n- 
turned  Mrs.  Bostwick  scornfully;  "and  yet  he 
thinks  /  'tn  green  !  " 

Sihyl  gave  the  substantial  arm  a  little  uncon- 
scious shake  in  her  earnestness.  "  Claude  knows 
nothing.  Listen,  Aunt  Plufbe.  I  'm  telling  you 
something  that  Claude  must  not  know  about. 
You'll  understand  why,  when  I  tell  you  that  Mr. 
Chamberlain,  the  great  organist,  Claude's  friend, 
is  Violet's  husband." 

Mrs.  Bostwick's  mouth  opened  to  speak,  and 
remained  ajar  although  she  was  dumb. 

"Claude  happened  to  meet  him  before  he 
reached  the  hotel  yesterday,  and  through  Claude 
he  learned  that  the  Armitages  were  here ;  and 
he  showed  great  surprise,  and  very  disiigreeable 
surprise." 

"Do  you  believe  it?"  burst  forth  Mrs.  Bost- 
wick. 
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"  YeM,  I  ,i„;  but  it  j,  „.t„^^„y  ,,^^^  ^^^  ^.^j^^ 
M)  CIO  no. 

.11 1^"'! ''"  •'"" ',"""" '" """ "'"'  ■•«»" '"'«''  i>" 

oil  or  a  hfapon  tlio  iwrrh  Ut  niirhf" 
'•  Yra."  *     ■ 

'•  Anil  I  thought  Hhc  wnn  a.lwi, !  "  Mr.  Bn,t. 
-kV  fac„  H,..l.e..  ••  Why.  I  ,l!o..«,..  ,1,,  . 
Uan-heHa...  wa.  .h.  «.,.  .,  .,..,  ..«b.  c^. 

"  Ve.,  ami  l„.  m„»t  tl,i„l,  ,„  „i||.  j  ^ 
»nd.p»ta„d.  Aunt  Plm-b...  ,h„,  ,l„„  are  „,a„v 
rea«,„H  for  keeping  thi.  a  wK-ret  from  Claude." 

Mr,  Bo,t„„.|,  looked  vaKuely  around  the  walk 
where  they  had  been  .lowly  movinR.  "  I  wi»h  " 
.he  «..d   "  that  there  wan  «,me  place  wher^  w. 

m   l«  face  and  tell  me  her  name  wa.  Smith'" 
Because  ,t  i,;  her  maiden  name,  and  ,d,e  wa« 

Aunt   Plu-be,  you    remember,  God  will    make 

everything  come  right." 

^_  Mr..  Bostwick  encountered  the  earnest  eve,. 
Wer  I  hope  ,o,  I  -m  .„,„,"  ,he  returned, 
out  It  18  a  mess.  ' 
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S.byl  went  on:  "When  we  .i,,^  the  hymn. 
Ituil  move.  ,n  *»  mv»t.trious  way  \m  won.IerH  tu 
perforin,'  we  don't  often  expert  to  nee  the  way  • 
but  jK>inetimeH  we  can.  We  t-an  thin  time.  You' 
and  I  can  both  help  in  thi»  matter,  and  I  know 
you  won't  refnjM'." 

Mrn.  BoHtwirk  hehl  herself  very  Htraijfht  and 
-tared  at  her  .ompanion.  " Do  you  mean  you 
want  me  to  jro  with  you  and  tell  that  wolf  that 
sjt'*  un  at  an  or^an  in  church  in  al!  tl.at  white 
Hheep  «  clothinjf,  that  Iuh  wife  \^  over  here  ?  " 

"Not  for  anythinjf,"  rejoined  Sibyl.  "The 
pouit  iH  this  :  if  jrood  can  come  from  my  doing  the 
work  Mr.  Chamberlain  wants  done,  we  ouirht  not 
to  refuse  to  do  it.  Claude  went  to  bed  expectinjr 
that  I  would  ask  Violet  to  chaperon  me.  I  went 
to  her  room  last  night  with  that  intention ;  and 
then  she  told  me." 

that?"  ^""^  '^""'^  '  "  ***'  ^""^  ^"^  "**"*'  ^  "^"  "^^^ 

Sibyl  smiled.  "Like  what?" 

**I  don't  know  ;  but  bad  enough  to  break  his 
wife's  heart  anr'  drive  her  away  from  him ;  and 
now  out  here  running  after  the  girl  who  made 
the  mischief." 

"  We  don't  know  that,"  returned  Sibyl  quietly 
"  The  only  thing  I  do  know  is  that  he  cannot 
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rl^I  away"       ^""""^^ ''"«' '"  "  '«-  *«»" 
a  «rl  ,,  i^?^**!/-      «e  '8  n  t  any  fit  associate  for 

aJr/p  .!  *  *""  '■'»"  »<"  """ne  together 
again  !  Can't  you  see  Violet's  unhanpinesf?  As 
soon  as  I  understood  the  situation, 'Tewtht 
God^had  sent  .e  the  message  that  Claude  brought' 

"Well,  consider.    Aren't   'the  l«flrlinn.c  ' 
you  would  call  the  events,  remarklblel-''  ^'    "' 
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Her  aunt  was  silent  for  a  space.  At  last  »!,» 
-poke^-And  to  think  he's  the  organll  am 
Holy  Samts,  ,,,th  all  those  boys  nndtr  hin,.  Why 
S-byl  Raynor,"  with  sudden  inspiration,  "  I  know 
what  8  happened!  IM  be  wilLj,  „'bet  ^Z 
out  knowmg  that  he's  got  his  walking  ticket  „n 
account  of  h.s  doin's,  and  has  come  out  here  to 
grow  up  w,t ,  the  country.  I  '11  bet  his  white  gown 

t!;!.!/ 'vf  n'T'  f  "^  ^y""*"-  Of  »"««  ho 
would  n  t  tell  Claude  so." 

"Do  you  think,  if  that  were  the  case,  he 
would  be  gomg  to  write  a  book  on  choir  train- 

"You  can't  tell  anything  about  it.  Of  course 
he  8  got  to  pretend  to  be  doin'  something  besides 
chase  after  a  Jezebel." 

whether  he  is  in  earnest  is  to  take  him  at  his 
word.  We  must  do  it." 

"  We !  "   Mrs.   Bostwick   exploded   the   pro- 
noun.  *^ 

1 J  ^*L  '^''^!'  "^^'*'  '^'"S  '"  *>«"  """""oek 
ast  night  and  hearing  Claude  describe  the  beau- 
tiful prl  his  fnend  married.  Think  of  her  with 
the  sudden  news  of  his  nearness,  and  the  company 

VioTet?"     '  "''  ^°"  "'"'"^  *"  ''"  """  '"""^f'" 
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Aunt  Phffibe  maintained  a  short  silence  and 
then  spoke :  "I  don't  know  what  it  w„„ld  do  for 

thtt's^R^r"^'-'''^'^  "■''''■"'•"<''' '-''•' 

"  I  don't  either.  That  is  none  of  o»r  business 
Our  work  ,s  to  heed  the  call.  And,  Aunt  PhX 
you  I  h,„der  by  holding  Mv.  Chamberlain  down' 
on  a  low  plane  m  your  own  thought.  He  is  God's 
child,  as  we  are.    He  does  n't  want  anything  bu 

unfa,  hfulness,  or  any  other  insanity;  and  you 
must  know  ,t.  You  love  him,  and  -  "  ^ 

"Now  stop  right  there,  Sibyl.  I  always  like  to 
begin  as  I  can  go  on.  I  ain't  loving  anybody  I 
have  n't  ever  seen."  *    "yooay  i 

"How  about  God,  then  ?  "  asked  Sibyl. 
That  s  very  different,  I  should  hope,  and- 
and  there  comes  Claude,  anyway." 

"Be  careful  You  understand,"  said  the  girl 
softly  and  quickly,  as  her  brother  swung  his  fap 
and  came  down  the  path  to  meet  them.  ^ 

eagerly.  ^'°'"'  "'""^  *»  «"•  "  ^'  <=»»'«1 

"No;  Aunt  Phoebe  is,  though,"  replied  Sibyl 

began  beside  her.  "  I  should  n't  mind  at  all  goino 
alone,  because  Mrs.  Grundy  does  n't  know  me  out 
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here;  but  Aunt  Phoebe  won't  let  me,  and  I  have 
to  mind  her,  don't  I,  dear?" 

Sibyl  squeezed  the  fat  arm  and  laughed  softly. 

"  Oh,  certainly,"  returned  Mrs.  Bostwick,  the 
very  flash  of  her  spectacles  expressing  irony. 
"  Sibyl  is  bound  to  mind  me,  whatever  she  don't 
do." 

"  Well,  I  'm  mighty  glad  it 's  settled,"  returned 
Claude.  "  I  can't  help  having  the  same  feeling  I 
used  to  when  Mr.  Chamberlain  asked  me  to  do 
anything.  There  was  n't  a  boy  in  the  choir  who 
would  n't  rather  jump  into  the  fire  than  refuse 
him." 

"  He  must  be  a  very  fine  man,"  remarked  Mrs. 
Bostwick,  with  dry  deliberation ;  then  she  went 
into  the  house. 
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CHAPTER  XV 

THK   OTENOUHArHEB 

Claude  went  straight  to  ti.e  hotel,  and  wa.  ad- 
mitted to  Chamberlain's  i-oom.  «««««'« 
"  What  are  you  doing  inside  here  ?  "  asked  the 
hoymiy   "  Thi,  is  Southern  California." 

feet  ad  gave  h«  ex-pupil  greeting,  but  he  could 
not  explain  that  he  was  waiting  for  information 
tha  t^,e  Arnutages'  chauffeur  could  give, 
a  cigrr:*:?"^' ""'""'"''"'•'''' «»y--  Have 

"Haven't  the  habit,"  grinned  Claude,  taking 

.Mr.  Chamberlam," he  added, hastening  to  an- 
nounce hts  success. 

She  II  be  over  here  in  an  hour,"  went  on 
the  bojs  beaming  with  the  pleasure  of  obliging 
Dick  knocked  the  ash  from  his  cigarette.  "The 
only  question  now  is  whether  this  will  be  a  good 
place  for  my  work,"  be  replied.  "I  mean^t  to 
r  ^v  hei^it  for  a  while,  do  you  see,  and  finding 
»      .ds  here  alters  the  situation  slightly.   The 
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better   friend,  they  are,  the  worse  it  i.,  you 

could  „  t  tell  hun  that  it  would  fall  i„  with  my 
plans  exactly,  m  I  thought  I  'd  ask  you.  Do  you 
think  It's  settled?"  "o  you 

"Sure  thing,"  responded  Claude.    "I  don't 
know  exactly  when,  but  I  know  they  mean  to  go 

fh "  "i":  Tl"*^  '"'*  "'^'"  '»"'«<'  ">«  to  go  with 

them,  but  I  'm  not  in  the  mood  until  I  L  this 
work  off  my  mind.  To  be  frank,  I  sho^uld  a 
comphsh  more  if  they  went.  Mr.  Armitage  ha, 
time  to  burn,  and  kiU,  and  annihilate  genfraUv 
and  I  've  helped  him  so  often  in  the  pafuWh^ 
rather  looks  to  me.  See?"  •■inatne 

"Well  they're  going  all  right,"  said  the  bov 
confidently.  "Miss  Armitage  S  k;en  forTt  and 
what  she  says  goes." 

"  AH  right,  then,"  returned  Chamberlain,  re- 
pressing a  suspicion  that  the  fair  Belle  mi-^ht 
have  exercised  her  prerogative  to  change  her 
mind  overnight    "I'll  get  things  in  shape  for 

oufon  tl°""%  '  ^'"'f '  '  ">'«'"  P"'  ttis'tabb 
out  on  the  gallery;  and  if  we  find  ourselves  un- 
disturbed, your  sister  might  prefer  it.  I  'm  trying 
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to  get  it  through  .»y  head  that  the  little  girl  of 
the  picture  m  no  more."  * 

"  Oh,  uo.  Sibyl  \  older  than  I  am,  you  know." 
CUuderose.    "Well.  I  „,u»t  hie  me  to  the  g.- 

"  AH  right."  Dick  accompanied  him  to  the 
door  and  buttonholed  him,  tosaing  his  head  and 
»-."k.ng  persuasively.  "  Push  it  along,  Claude, 
—  the  trip,  you  understand." 

"Pushing  isn-t  any  way  to  move  Miss  Belle 
Aimitage  nor  any  other  woman,"  returned  Claude 
»ap.ently.  "  You  Ve  got  to  make  them  think  you 

et;aZ:""''"'"""'^''^^-'-p-% 

Chamberlain  gave  the  laugh  which  Mr.  Armi- 
tage  wished  to  engage  for  his  own  private  delec 
tation.      What!  Already,  Claude?"  he  returned. 
And  you  so  young !  " 

The  boy  nodded  his  head  emphatically.  "You 
bet.  If  anybod-  finds  his  education  comingalong 

Ml.  Chamberlain.  If  we  don't  get  off  to-dav  I 
3:1;;:  "■'■"' """"'^  ^- '^  ^P'"  ^-^- 
t,2^  n"  t'^fV    E^^ytfaiog  depends,"  re- 

ber,   through    whose    open    windows    this    still 

184 


The  Stenographer 


morning  ,ame  wooing  breeze,  and  the  deep  dia- 
paron  of  the  languorous,  mighty  Hurf. 

The  Armitage.  had  come  out  from  breakfast 
and  were  standing  i„  the  hotel  office  chatting  with 
fnend.  when  Sibyl  U.y„„,  ,„,,  „„  ^^^^^ 
entered.   The  ktter's  black  lisle-covered  ha^ds 

portly  black  satm  bag.  Her  spectacle.,  looked 
coldly  by  the  group  while  Sibyl  made  her  in- 
quiries. 

Mr.  Armitage's  roving  glance  fastened  upon 
the  fresh.face,l  g,>|  in  the  gray  gown  and  hat' 

That  s  that  friend  of  Raynor's.  There 's  no 
forgetting  those  eyes."  he  murmured  to  his  daugh- 
ter, whose  nonchalant  gaze  followed  the  newcom- 
ers as  they  walked  across  the  office  and  seated 

added  Mr.  Arm.tage,  removing  his  look  trom 
oibyl  with  reluctant  courtesy. 

Mrs.  Bostwick  was  conscious  of  Belle's  curi- 
ous gaze.  "Those  are  the  Armitages,  the  first 

Zlt  f  t'  •"•"':  '""^  -■"-'«"'  with  enouth 
vocahty  to  bnnga  flush  to  her  companion's  face. 

Sibyls  h^rt  was  hastening  as  she  met  the 
other  gir  s  dark  eyes  and  conquered  the  resent- 
ment that  the  recognition  aroused. 

"  I  do  hope  Reynard  'II  hurry  up,"  went  on 
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Mr,.  Bo.tw,ck  '.  I  feel  a.  if  „e  were  .tuck  „p  „„ 
w.r..,  MtfnK  here.  I  «.w  him  a  „„n,her  „'  IZ 
-hen  Claude  w„,  i„  .he  ..h„ir,  but  I  don't  uC. 

Oh,   please.    Aunt   Pluebe,   speak    softlr  " 

"roTtl'i'l'  'T""''^'  -<»  ^enTaSt 
»'Bht  of  the  debonair  face  and  well  ,et-up  figure 

:herr:a:r''''*' "'•'''•''''*''""'" ''--'"■fi 

"Morning,  Dickie,"  said  Mr.  Armitage,  as  the 
other  drew  near,  and  Sibyl  watche,!  the  gleam  „? 
strong  wh,te  teeth  in  the  answering  smile    She 

He  gave  only  a  nod  to  his  friends  as  he  strode 
P«tthe,r  group  w.th  hi.  air  of  assurance,  and 
Sibyl,  in  the  excitement  of  the  mom..,t,  was  con- 
scious  of  Belle  Armitage'.  haughtily  surprrd 
jebrows  as  hi.  quick  glance  di^ovefed  the^„ 
waiting  women  at  a  little  distance. 

Bibyl  rose  as  he  approached. 

"I  see  the  rewmblance,  Miw  Raynor.  How 
^eo-  obliging  of  you  to  look  so  like  Claude,"  he 

Before  Sibyl  knew  it,  her  hand  was  preyed  in 

PhoTws  n'  T^  f  ""•  »"  ^"-<^'  -<>  Aunt 
rnoibe  s  no-stnls  dilated. 
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"Thar  hi'i.7l"."'r"/'"'P*™"'"''"  ''«  '"""'"J. 

"I'm  quite  ready,"  returned  Sibyl. 
Oome  relatives  of  one  of  fl.«  ,.k  ■    l 

ha.  found  Diet."  rrLdti:!?::":' 

Poor  ^„,  he  should  travel  incog."  ^ 

that  mean  ? "  ^®'-      ^^*'  ^'^n 

TkL"   r  '  vT'  '^'  ^^'^'  You'd   better 

but  hi'  ''P'''^'  '"'^^^^^^^  P^"inff  her  lips 

but  her  curiosity  was  keen.  ^         ^  ' 

This  young  stranger  wore  her  clothes  too  well 
Her  hat  was  too  good-lookino-    Th.    •  i  . 
it  8trav«.J  ok     ^  •      .    ""'^'"S^-   Ihe  violets  upon 
u  strayed  about  m  the  r  o-ht  snnfa    Wk  ^  •      . 
world  di'^  n.«i  ,     ^.      P^^-    *^°a*  »n  the 

world  did  Dick  mean  by  taking  her  and  her  pon- 
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derouM  KimrdiHi,  to  hi.  room  ?   Courtesy  to  an 
ubuent  ihoir-boy  required  leiM. 

MiH8  Armitagt.  excuned  hmelf  from  her  frietidn 
uiid  went  uwuy  on  her  father',  arn,,  huniminir  a 
tune.  •* 

"  Will  vou  go  out  thiH  morning  ?  "  he  inquired, 
f  wjarcely  know,"  she  auHprered.  "  I  'm  not 
fully    awuk..   yet.    Sup|.«w,  we   wait  till    after- 
noon. 

*'A11  right.  I'll  'phone  Claude,"  replied  Mr 
Armitage,  a.  they  paused  at  the  foot  of  the  .taim 
"  I  uiight  let  him  go  over  to  town  for  those  road 
luapM.  1  in  going  to  have  another  wjt-to  with  Dick 
on  the  Hubjett  of  the  trip.  It '«  all  rot  for  him  to 
Htay  here  and  write  a  hook  that  nobody  want, 
when  he  might  far  better  go  with  us.  When  wa. 
It  you  »tid  we  must  start  at  latest?" 

"I  forget  just  what  I  did  say ;  it  would  cer- 
tainly be  no  sport  to  drag  you  forth  against  your 
will.     Belle  hiughed  amiably.  «  You  know  you  're 
entirely  out  of  the  spirit  of  going  since  Dick  has 
come ;      and  the  girl's  bright  eyes  accused  her 
father  so  gayly  that  Mr.  Armitage  averted  his 
glance  rather  shame-facedly. 
J'Not  out  of  the  spirit,  exactly,"  he  rejoined, 
but  1  don  t  see  why  we  might  not  postpone  it 
a  few  days  and  give  Dick  time  to  get  tired  of 
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Ulkinflr  •hop.  He  needs  to  play  inHtead  of  work. 
I  think  he  thowi  it,  and  it  geeniH  —  w«.II,  not 
exartly  friendly  to  leave  a  trie*!  and  true  plav 
fellow  like  that  to  Ium  own  devipcH." 

"  Precisely,  honored  sire,"  n  turned  Belle,  with 
ffay  irony.  •*  You  need  n't  make  any  apolojrJeM. 
You  shall  stay  here  and  play  |km»I  with  Di<k  as 
lon|(  as  you  wiuh  to  pnwrastinute.  One  thinj,^  we 
can  boast,  can't  we,  f  ither?  We  never  do  Imre 
each  other." 

"I  bore  myself,  nild.  I  bore  myself,"  he  ro- 
turned.  "  When  I  nee  a  look  in  a  face  like  t 
firirl's  upstairs,  I  wonder;  do  you  know?  I  wo.i- 
der!"  and  the  tired  eyes  gazed  at  some  mental 
picture. 

"Why,  that  girl  isn't  particularly  pretty," 
drawled  Belle  lightly.  "  Nice  complexion.  Pleas- 
ant-looking creature.  I  have  n't  seen,  either  time, 
why  you  admired  her  so." 

"I  admire  all  happy  creatures  — admire  them 
with  awe.  What  on  earth  is  there  to  be  happy 
about?"  was  the  slow  rejoinder.  "  You  're  a  good 
girl,  Belle,  a  very  good  girl ;  but  you  're  as  rest- 
less as  a  prospector  who  can't  strike  a  lead.  That 
girl  has  struck  a  lead.  One  look  at  her  face  shows 
it.  She  seems  trying  not  to  be  too  happy  —  or  not 
to  show  it— or  something  of  that  sort.  I  can't 
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..pr«.  It  MMtljr.  but  M.i„K  her  ,„dd.nlr  b«  » 
rtr.„„,  .ff«., :  ,  «,rt  of  ,,iok.m.^.p,  ,.,„  i„„^: 

MiM  ArniiUKe  ,hruK(c«l  h«  .houWer.,  "De«r 
m.  You  II  have  u,  »l,  Dick  ,bou.  (hi.  p|„„„„e. 
non.  Sh.  «.m.  to  h.v.  ,„oke,|  hi,,,  up  ,ff„,„. 
.  ly.  Her  joyou.  e,pr««io„  prob.l,|y  mean.  th«t 

annoy,  you  «,."  .fc^  «,l.|,..|,  „i,|,  ,i,J^  ^^j^ 
Her  father  |«,tte<l  h..r  «hou|,ler.    "  Don't  be 

p«r»ment  but  ,  „.,h.«  one?  Your  ,««,,  mother 
w..  a  bundle  of  „or>,...  „„,|  I  d„„.t  „,,j  ,„  ^„ 
yo".  what  I  am.  Oh,  well,  we  muatn't  «ke  our- 

h!m  V  "",' " """"'^  ' '"  ™"  "P  R«y«or  and  tell 
him  yoi,  11  have  the  machine  tl,i»  afternoon." 

He  ««"rned  hi»  dpir  to  hi,  li,«,  „„d  moved 
away  -lowly.  Ther..  wa,  plenty  of  time,  t,m  much 
h«e_allthet,„,e.  Mi«.  Armitage  amended  to 
her  ro,m,,  hor  tem,H,r8ry  annoyance  ..allowed  up 
.n  cuno.,ty  a.  to  what  wa.  going  on  above.       ^ 
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THK   CHOIK-MAHTKK 

Am  Chambirlaiii  convoyocl  Iuh  vi«itorH  up  thi» 
nUitm  that  led  to  \m  ajMirtment,  Mm.  Bostwick'w 
count«'naiM'«  did  not  jjrrow  {em  8ti»rn. 

"And  Sibyl  would  have  come  here  without 
me/'  «he  reHeeteti  :ly.  "  That  hi^rh  and  mighty 
red  head  would  ha.o  ntared  at  her  and  him  com- 
ing up  these  stjiirs,  and  that  old  man  who  loolcx 
««  if  he  ffot  tired  o'  life  in  the  laMt  ^'.neration 
would  have  sneered,  moHt  likely.  Prohably  he 
judjfeH  every  other  jfirl  hy  his  dau 

Chamberlain  noted  her  tiffhteni.  w  .la  he 

»n,l  Sibyl  accommodated  their  stept  i„  her  delib- 
eration. "  Odd,  havinjr  no  elevator,  ign't  it?"  he 
asked,  with  the  air  of  apologizing. 

"  I  'm  more  UMed  to  stairs  than  to  elevators," 
replied  Mrs.  Bostwick  curtly. 

Had  Richard  been  himself,  he  would  have  been 
obliged  to  repress  a  laugh  at  her  manner;  but  in 
the  last  half  hour,  since  Claude  left,  one  of  the 
fits  of  gloom  to  which  he  was  subject  had  settled 
upon  him  with  its  irresistible,  unreasonable  ac- 
centing of  every  repulsive,  wearisome  feature  of 
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existence,  and  when  the  bell-hoy  had  aDoeared 
br,np..g  Sibyl-,  name,  disgust  ^„f  ,°fe1^""j 
rtrong  upon  him  that  he  descended  to  theTffi" 

P.1  Udi;r""^   *«"'"«  ''»'^-^'- 
After  all  the  comments  of  his  old  friend  on 

should  he  bother  to  get  out  a  book  that  nobody 
would  wa.U,and  what  did  he  care  how  futile  and 

r/,;  f  ,:r  "•*  '"^"•"'''  «'  ^'-o-^asters "' 
general?  All  he  wanted  now,  if  he  wanted  auy" 
thing,  was  to  get  away  from  everybody  who 

bu  t  "?:!  r^"  "*'  "  ''"™'  ""-J  •>"  '"'her  a 
burden.  If  ,t  were  not  that  duty  bade  him  «,„»- 

rate  himself  from  them,the  prospect  of  immediate 

wo^dd  1  iTt"  "^  *"  "■"  °"*  ^P<"  "•■"«  »>"  "loud 
would  look  luminous. 

As  he  descended  the  stairs,  his  mindfully  made 
up  in  Its  revulsion,  he  welcomed  the  good  reason 
for  not  stopping  to  speak  with  his  friends.  W 

Mrs^Bostwicks  countenance  at  first  roused  his 
combativeness  then,  as  the  gentle  brightness  „ 
Sibyl  s  eyes  and  smile  met  him,  the  decided  "rdl 
of  polite  dismissal  which  he  had  meditated  altered 
to  a  consideration  that  it  would  be  rather  cavalier 
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treatment  for  Raynor's  sister ;  and  the  next  thing 
he  knew,  the  trio  were  on  their  way  to  his  rooms 

Even  total  disgust  of  life  will  yield  somewhat 
to  the  influence  of  a  joyous  spring  morning,  and 
the  contained  gladness  of  this  girl's  presence 
aflFected  him  tangibly.  It  seemed  as  if  the  very 
violets  on  her  hat  must  be  dewy. 

"  Strange  how  small  the  world  is,"  he  said,  as 
he  held  open  the  door  of  his  sitting-room  for  the 
visitors  to  enter.  « Strange  that  I  should  come 
to  the  far  West  and  run  into  Claude,  and  that 
he  should  have  a  sister  so  very  obliging  as  to  be 
willing  to  help  me." 

"Yes,"  returned  Sibyl,  "that's  true  — if  any- 
thing were  strange." 

It  was  an  odd  reply,  and  Chamberlain  looked 
at  her  inquiringly;  ^ut  he  was  not  sufficiently 
curious  this  morning  to  ask  her  meaning. 

He  placed  the  best  chair  the  room  afforded  for 
Mrs.  Bostwick,  who  sat  slowly  and  grudgingly 
upon  its  edge  as  one  who  should  say:  «  I  commit 
myself  to  nothing." 

"  To  tell  the  truth.  Miss  Raynor,"  said  Cham- 
berlain, seating  himself  near  her,  "  I  have  been 
weakening  this  morning,  and  wondering  if  I 
am  not  on  the  point  of  wasting  my  time  and 
yours." 
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"Already?"  asked  Sibyl, 
apirif ""'"'  whatV"  asked  CUo-berlab,  without 

"Southern  California,"  she  answered.  "It  is  a 
otop.tmg  country.  Have  you  fallen  unde     he 
sHl  overnight?"  She  sn.iled  at  him  ralyWly 

altered  h.s  determination.  He  must  not  give  it  up 

Jate  Lr  °""^  ""*  '"«"•'-''  """  -"'"  ^ 
He  looked  at  her,  unsmiling, 
i-erbaps,"  he  answered,  and  there  was  that  in 

le  olt'T  ""''/-•■-'T  that  made  h  heed" 
less  of  the  despondency  in  his  own  tone.  It  would 
be  bringing  coa  s  to  Newcastle  tn  „  , 

cheer  in  this  presence  ''"""'  ^»'"' 

S!^  T'u''  r'  ^  ""  "■"«'' '»  be  wondered  at  " 

"Yes,"   returned    the   othpr    ^uu        j- 
-flection  which  in  anoth:f  ^'ooT  wol  C 
amused  h,m,elf  extremely.  «  Yesterday  I  thouX 
I  had  a  mission.  To^ay,  I  don't  know  whethe 
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it  i«  Southern  California  or  common  sense,  I  Ve 
changed  my  m,nd.  I  think  what  I  need  is  irre- 
sponsible  play." 

He  met  the  expression  of  interest  in  Sibyl's 

eyes  "I  believe/' she  said,  "your  intenti;'!^ 
to  wnte  a  book  on  boy-choir  training." 

*  Well,  scarcely  a  book.  It  seemed  worth  while 
tc  put  down  a  few  facts  learned  by  experience 
for  the  benefit  of  those  who  haven't  been  aT" 

l^m  ?  '  ^u'  ''^^^'^  ^"  '''  ^^«  ^  ^-tuous 

Idea.  Who  wants  to  be  benefited!  " 

"Once  in  a  while  there  is  somebody,"  reined 
Sibyl,  "  and  your  work  is  wonderful."'       ^ 

"  ^'°;-';  Chamberlain  gave  a  politely  perfunc- 
tory  and  mstantly  vanishing  smile.  "You  have 
suffered  from  an  enthusiast  in  the  famil-  " 

T  fh,  t*  T'  u"i  "''  ^^'  ^'  ^^""^^  •«  concerned, 
I  thmk  I  ve  had  to  listen  to  more  about  you 

biceps  than  your  choir.  I  have  heard  the  choi^ 

™T^  *^;"««  f  y«elf  with  joy  and  wonder." 
"Keally?" 

Mrs.  Bostwick  stirred.  "  Now  what  does  she 

''Of  course  you're  used  to  hearing  praise  of 
>t,  went  on  S.byl,  "and  I  suppose  you  are  so 
accustomed  to  its  perfection,  and  so  aware  of  iU 
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hend  the  great  musical  pleasure  that  it  gives." 

Chamberlam  nodded.  "  It  is  a  good  choir," 
»«s  all  he  ™d;  but  his  eyes  gained  steadine« 
and  lustre.  It  was  his  life-work  that  was  being 
recognized.  *> 

';  The  last  time  I  heard  your  boys,  I  remember 
an  mpression  that  it  was  not  only  the  organ  keys 
^at  you  had  beneath  your  fing/rs,  butTfrh 
perfect  instrument,  which  expressed  music  in  en- 
tire obedience  to  your  thought.  It  was  more  than 
a  perfectly  trained  choir.  It  was  a  type  of  what 
the  universe  will  be  when  aU  know  that  th.y  are 
governed  by  one  mind,  and  rejoice  in  it.  Har- 
mony knows  nothing  of  discord.    Your  choir 
knows  nothing  of  it." 

Chamberlain  regarded  the  softly  brieht  eves 
and  a  no^al  light  began  to  shine  in  hi!  owT  ' 
Bat  that  s   by  the  hardest,  I'll  have  you 
know,    he  said,  smiling.  ^ 

"  Thtfk  "  "u/*"*!  '""  °*  "'  *"  •  "  '^^^  Sibyl. 
The  thoughts  of  each  one  of  us  are  like  the 

.ndividuals  of  a  choir,  and  each  person  is  his  own 

choir-master.  I  don't  think  I  heard  much  Z 

your  rector  said  that  day,  I  was  so  impressed  by 

«^e  object-lesson  your  boys  gave  me.  Their  pure 

tone ;  theabsolute  subservience  of  each  to  the  good 
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1a  A  V  "?'*»™'  "•«  'weetnew,  the  ,t«ngth 
and  delicacy,  the  comp,ehen«o,.  and  reflection  of 
the  maater  .  thought  and  its  ex4ni,ite  expre^ion , 
—  and  the  resultant  harmony." 

Chamberlain  was  unconsciously  leaning  for- 
ward  m  his  chair,  and  the  mask  of  endurance 
had  gone  from  his  face. 

"  Whew  ! ''  he  breathed,  covering  his  profound 
pleasure  with  an  assumption  of  lightness.  "  You 
make  a  man  glad  to  be  a  choir-master.  After  your 
transfiguring  description,  one  feels  ashamed  to 
remember  the  prosaic  details  of  the  modu.  ope- 

7  L  I""  'y'""^  "^  ""  ''''^'^'  ''^'^^'^do  being 
teught  by  depicting  a  Limited  Express  on  the 
blackboard,  for  instance." 

"  Fine ! "  returned  Sibyl,  with  laughing  appreci- 
ation. .  Talk  about  details  and  moL  operLZ 
1  think  each  individual  finds  the  necessity  for 
those  fast  enough  when  he  starts  in  to  train  his 
own  choir. 

Chamberlain    tossed    his   head,    smiling.    "I 

attL^titer''^'^^"'^'^^"'^^^^^-^"^^ 

"Well— perhaps;  but  I  don't  know  what  would 
become  of  me  if  I  couldn't  get  away  from  the 
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I  fancy  there  »  no  escape,"  said  Sibyl,  ■'  what, 
ever  you  »ay  choose  to  call  it.  We  have  aH  to 

return  t„  your  boys,  Mr.  Chamberlain,  no  one 
Sow  if"  T  ""•'  '''P--i-nt     rdon- 

yTu  tol  tuT       '^'^'""'^  ■""  "  S-''  idea  fo 
you  to  «>t  up  some  hnge,^posts  for  other,  in  your 

UcwVtT''V'"'''1  »"'  "•«  -"'d"-  and  then 
back  at  the  epitome  of  springtime  and  violets. 

toward  hfr  *  """■'"  •■*  '«''''  "■"'  he  turned 
toward  hn,  other  guest,  who  was  stili  balanced  on 
the  edge  of  her  chair  and  regarding  the  wall  with 
a  countenance  from  whi.h  -II  S"'*™'*'tl' 
eliminated    WK-f  cT..  7         ""  expression  was 

triple  ^er  Y  l^  """""'  ""^  ^"'"''•'S  »«  this 

treacle  over  a  man  who  ought  to  be  ta^ed  and 

"  Won'    v«    "T  ""'  '"""'*"'  "'"y  -«'«  "'one. 
MSst-.T.t--^^^^ 

She  turned  the  glassy  coldness  of  her  specta- 
des  upon  h,..  ^a'n.  waiting  to  find  o  iT^s 
Raynor  is  going  to  stay,"  she  answered. 
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Sibif'"'  """''''"'"'' -"'"'-'""I- '..ruing  ,„ 
"  On  you,"  , he  replied. 

pened   o  you  to  make  you  |„ok  ,„  happy."        ^ 
Her  level  ga^  ""»  ^.'"  "f  "....light    "It  i, n't 

MalVer  "  "  ""'"""^^  '  ''-o  ^"-'l  'I-  Choi^ 

don  t  mean  you,  Mr.  Chamberlain."  ^ ' 


i.    •. 
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CHAPTER   XVII 

ON   THE   GALLERY 

The  Armitages'  apartments  were  on  the  mme 
gallery  with  Chamberlain'8,  a  fact  which  Belle's 
vanity  would  not  pennit  her  to  set  down  to  co- 
incidence.   The  lonff  promenade  afforded  every 
opportunity  for  accidental  meetings,  and  the  in- 
convenient  fact  that  Chamberlain  was  married 
formed  no  bar  to  the  young  .voman's  romantic 
dreams  concerning  him.  The  men  and  women  of 
her  set  were  too  freouently  put  to  the  annoyance 
of  applying  a  homely  rule  of  life  to  their  marital 
complications :  "  If  at  first  you  don't  succeed, 
try,  try  again." 

Dick  had  not  succeeded  with  Violet.  Since  she 
had  thrown  him  over  in  a  fit  of  peevishness,  he 
certainly  had  every  right  to  try  again,  and  how 
natural  that  he  should  turn  to  a  comrade  who 
had  never  failed  him  ! 

Belle  had  always  felt  this  man  to  be  the  most 
attractive  of  her  acquaintance,  but  it  had  required 
that  the  blessing  of  his  good-fellowship  should 
toke  Its  flight  into  marriage  with  anotlier  before 
It  brightened  to  a  positive  need. 
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Her  father,  peach.  ^orZ^^^^^^^ 
enough,  but  there  wag  „othi„„  ;„  if    i^ 

window,    f-ownine-      Wh,,  ^- 1  .  "'® 

>    1  uwning.      Why   did    not    hpr    fnf».o, 

».We  aan/^aCtte  t«:e7i?:^^^^^ 
some  acquamtance  instead    of   ha.te„i„5  he  « 

H«  owa  cu„o„ty  was  relieved,  «,  whaVdid  he 

but  Ld  !h""   "''*  '"''  "»'  «?'««•«<)   any; 
mote  fr        ."""""  ""''""""^  ^O"'*"""?  a,  r^ 

:oaw.''.!:.:"ir-*.'!«^-"p*,he 

about  it 


have  been   up  here 


up  here  like  a  shot  to  talk 


putting  the  room  hi  order.  She 
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gallery  to  briwli  her  raistreiw'H  antomobile  coat 
tttid  returned. 

"  Any  one  HJttinjf  there  thin  morning,  Folly?" 
drawled  Mi»»  Annitage  indifferently. 

"  Only  one  lady,  niu  am." 

"  Who  ?  Because  if  it  'm  that  Miw*  Fearing,  I  'm 
not  going  out  to  read  and  have  h^^r  fasten  on  me 
again." 

"No,  ma'am.  It  isn't  Wm  Learing.  It's  no 
one  I  ever  saw —  a  large  lady." 

Belle  looked  up.  "  What  is  she  doing?" 
"She's  sitting  there  knitting,  and  she's  got 
her  bonnet  on  like  she  was  visiting." 

There  were  very  few  bits  of  knowledge  pos- 
sessed by  Miss  Armitage  which  Folly  did  not 
share.  Likewise  she  had  been  in  her  mistress's 
employ  during  the  campaign  in  Boston  ;  so  she 
added,  with  her  eyes  fastened  demurely  on  the 
silken  coat :  "  She 's  sitting  in  front  of  Mr.  Cham, 
berlain  s  window,  ma'am." 

Miss  Armitage  felt  her  rich  color  rise  in  the 
sudden  unpleasant  puzzle  of  her  thoughts. 
Well,  there's  no  danger  from  a  stranger,  so  I 
think  I  11  go  out,"  she  remarked  carelessly ;  and 
picking  up  her  novel,  she  moved  through  the 
swinging  glass  doors  toward  her  favorite  reclin- 
lug^chuir,  and  moved  it  until  from  the  tail  of  her 
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eye  .he  could  v,ew  her  .ur,.ri.i„^  „,.i„|,,„„.  sh, 
My  e„»<.„„ced   ■„  „„  „„„.h.i,,  ,,„  y,„.^  J 
""'•  ''""«•""  "•  '""•''•  •'"  veil  ca»Kl„  up  „,. 

wick,     and  that  ,  I,.,™  „„d  he,  ,„•,  ,„„^,    , 

t,  and  Id  I  Ice  toHee  her  show  „,„re  intelligenoe 
than  to  thmk  that  he  wasn't  written  to  l,y  that 
^»bel  and  d.d  n't  co^e  out  here  a-pnrplj  to 

The  knitter  thought  of  Violet  a«  »he  took  her 
-harp  glance  at  Belle.  Her  hoarder  had  not  unti 
now  won  more  than  a  negative  liking  from  Ann 
Ph«bewhoae  tradition,  were  all  a!.i„;wi 

some  hmg  m  the  brilliance  of  Mi,,  Armitkge', 
complexion  ,n  the  morning  ,u„,hine,  and  the  L- 
gu.d  arrogance  of  her  movement  a,  ,he  ca,t  one 

spurred     he  comhativenes,  of  Mr,.  Bostwick', 
nature.  V.olef,  night  flight   to  her  own  roo 
took  on  a  new  coloring  in  that  moment.  "She's 
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« I...")-.  I  know  it  righ,  „„w,"  J,,  ,h„^  . ,  .. , 
don  t  U.|.«v..  ,f  i,  |,..|  b„„  yi,,^|,  tb.,  1 -d  h,v, 
made  her  put  u|>  with  it." 

Sib^l,  with  the  wi,dom  of  the  .crp..„t,  had  „ 
their  w.y  here  thi.  morning  told  Mr«.  Bo.t*,.k 
itmre  of  the  c.rcum.t«nf,.»  than  that  Imly  ha.l 

"ow  flew  f«.ter  lh«„  her  .wift  needle.. 

bibyl  Bhouhl  have e  home  to  me;  hut 

that  mother  v.ouKln-th.t  Violet,  poor  girl.  I 
don  t  know  a.  .h„  V  to  1,|„„,„  f„r  j„»t  getting 
out.  Mr,  Bortwick  -iglwl  impatiently.  "I  »i»h 
we  were  .|U.t  of  the  whole  bunineM,  but 't  ain't  « 
mite  o  u«  to  «.y  .„  to  Sibyl.  D„vi,l  w,«»'t  any 
.urer  that  he  had  a  mimion  than  »he  i«;  and  ,he4 
•he  .It.  in  there  with  her  poor  little  iK,bl.le«,  just 

a..ure.he-||.|,.ythegia„ta.I«L.ofg,rg 
home  to  dinner.  Ye.,  my  lady  Pbili.tine,"  Aunt 
I  h<«be  .ent  a  ,,u.ck  glance  over  toward  the  grace- 
ful figure  curved  in  the  .teame^chair,  "common 
senw  make,  me  bet  on  your  .ide  j  but  you  've  got 
a  righteou.  enemy  in  the  room  behind  me  that 
ynu  httle  reckon  with." 

Belle  her  eye.  fixed  on  the  margin  of  her  book 
m  such  faahion  that  .he  «.w  each  movement  Mr.. 
BoBtwich  made,  was  aware  of  the  glance. 

Oood  woman  from  Podunk,  who  are  you'" 
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•he  c,ue.tioi,«Hl  mentiilly.  "  Why  Iwivf  y„u  left 
your  tIi»i.Kht«r  «lof,«  with  Diek?  If  |  .|„„'t  ],.«„, 
pretty  »<h>„,  I  won't  be  mmwurublo  for  th«  con- 
MNiueiiceM." 

Five  miimteM  pH««ecl ;  ten  minMteMjnml  the 
lc..,tt.r  .«  the  Hun  kept  Htolidly  on.  A  n.ov«nu.nt 
»»elund  MiMH  ArniiUge  wa«  h  welcome  relief.  8he 
Ktirred  and  Hat  up. 

"  Well,  father,  at  lai»t/*  «he  *aid,  lo<.kinir  at  the 
newcomer. 

"♦At  last/"  he  reiwatecl,  surprised.  '*  Were 
you  m  a  hurry  for  me?" 

01^0-""*""""'  '*"*'  ^'  ^**"   ^*"'   '^  ^-'^ 
"Oh   of  course;  so  I  did  ;  hut  it's  all  riirht." 

♦  What  iHHllright?"  inquired  thegirl,ruffling 
the  leaves  of  her  book. 

"  Why,  the  road  maps.    He  '11  get  them  before 

luncheon  and  send  them  up.  I  told  him  we'd 

phone  when  we  ^vanted  the  machine— probably 

by   three   o'clock.    I  felt   sure  Dick   wLld    be 

through  by  that  time." 

"Through  what?"  asked  Belle,  her  filial  re- 
spect danger  usiy  strained  as  it  barely  prevented 
her  from  usiiig  her  novel  as  u  missile. 

"  Why,  his  work ;  his  writing.  By  the  way, 
that  sweet  creature  is  Raynor's  sister  Sibyl.  Nice 
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name.  Fits  her.  IM  like  to  know  as  much  ~  or 
rather  as  little  — as  that  sihyl  knows." 

Miss  Armitage  controlled  herself,  leaned  back 
m  her  chair,  and  spoke  in  her  usual  drawl.  "Dear 
me,  you  have  a  case!  Perhaps  you'll  explain 
what  Claude  s  sister  has  to  do  with  Dick  " 

"  Why,  I  just  said,  did  n't  I?  It's  his  hook, 
you  know.  He  told  us  about  it  last  night.  Surely 
you  remember.  He  told  you  he  had  to  have  a 
stenographer.  Well,  Claude's  sister  is  one.  Luckv, 
18 n  t  It,  he  found  one  so  quickly  ?  "  *' 

Belle's  color  burned  high.  "Yes,  and  so  ex- 
actly  to  his  mmd,"  she  replied  lazily ;"  muddy 
complexion,  snub  nose,  stringy  neck  " 

"Ha,  ha,  yes  to  be  sure.  So  he  did  say  that. 
We  must  joke  Dickie  on  his  description." 

Mrs.  Bostwick,  although  out  of  earshot  of  the 
words,  heard  the  laugh. 

"Well,  I'm  glad  he  can,"  she  thought.  "He 
doesn't  look  it."  ^ 

"Hello,"  said  Mr.  Armit^ge,  that  moment  es- 
pying  the  erect  knitting  figure.  "  The  watch-dog 
outside  the  window.  Highly  correct  " 

"Claude's  mother?"  asked  Bdle,  as  he 
paused. 

"Why,  no,  no.  He  hasn't  any  mother.  It's 
his  aunt,  you  know,  that  brought  them  up." 
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"  I  don't  knor.  How  should  I  ?  "  returned  the 
girl  acidly. 

"To  he  8  iro  ;  you  d  i  n't  hear  him  tell  about 
It.  That's  .1  p.r  Vhi^hv,.  I  was  just  coming  up- 
stairs to  tell  you  that  1  '.1  learned  the  identity  of 
that  nice  girl,  when  who  should  I  run  into  in  the 
office  but  Guy  Lester;  so  I  stopped  to  chat  with 
him  a  hit,  and  it  rather  threw  me  off." 

"  Lester  !  Guy  Lester  ! "  exclaimed  Belle,  sit- 
ting up  again. 

"  Yes,  why  not?" 

"^  No  reason.  Every  reason  why,  I  suppose. 
He  s  a  busy  man,  that 's  all." 

"  Rather  formal,  stiff  sort  of  chap,  is  n't  he  ?  " 
said  Mr.  Armitiige.  "  I  never  knew  him  well,  but 
I  'd  forgotten  that  it  took  an  Act  of  Congress  to 
get  him  to  talk.  I  suppose  he  is  always  thinking 
about  the  bank,  or  the  railroads,  or  the  mines,  or 
some  other  affair  of  the  kind." 

"Oh,  he  is  moody,"  remarked  Belle,  with  a 
shrug;  "and  then  you  know  he  never  forgets  that 
he  is  somebody  in  particular ;  and  if  he  were  in 
danger  of  it,  there  are  always  plenty  to  remind 
him.  I  think  he 's  a  great  bore,  myself,  and  I  ask 
as  a  favor,  father,  that  you  won't  try  to  brincr  us 
together."  ^ 

« Very  well,"  Mr.  Armitage  made  a  gesture, 
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"just  a,  y„„  say;    but  he's  a  fine  fellow  all 
the    same.    He  may  bore  women  because  they 

thltLt"'""^"'' '""'«-'' -""'^•■'■■■ 

bacttf"'""*'"',''  '"■"''  ^'^got^d  <«  »he  leaned 
baek  and  again  became  absorbed  in  the  white 
margm  of  the  pnj.ted  page.  Uster,  whose  self! 

uTrl  """'V^  '■"'  ^''  •"'"'«'■'  •"'d  been  the 
bitter  drop  ,n  her  sparklingly  sweet  cup.  What 

ev,l  ge„.u»  could  bring  Violet's  adorer  here  now 
to  WerD,ck,  and  only  too  possibly  eJt:t; 

She  bit  her  red  lips  as  she  studied  the  situation 
and  her  father,  seeing  her  absorbed,  paced  up  and 

Cha!T  f  "{'  'r  '■•"•■'^  — d  behind'him 
hers^IfH   T'  ,"■'',  '".  '"""^  '"  "'"''^''  besides 

ance  here  existed  not  one  person  whose  presence 
at  th,s  time  would  be  so  awkward  as  Lester's. 

Chamberlain  here  now  was  to  carry  out  the  plan 
for  the  motor  trip  at  once.  They  must  at  least 
appear  to  go  away.  Dick  should  keep  them  in 
fo™ed,andif  Lester's  stay  should  p^veTo  be 
tensient,  she  could  vote  the  trip  a  failure  at  any 
pomt  along  the  road.  She  knew  it   would   be 
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easier  to  bring  her   father  back  to  the  locality 
which  held  his  favorite,  than  to  induce  him  to 
leave  it.  She  also  knew  Chamberlain's  i)ertinacity 
in  any  work  he  undertook,  and  she  began  to  be 
glad  that  he  had  found  a  helper  in  the  gray  girl, 
since  that  would  prove  an  additional  anchor  to' 
this  charming  spot.  What  had  the  stunning  Miss 
Armitage  to  dread  from  a  Yankee  s^niographer, 
especially  in  the  case  of  a  man  like  Dick  Cham- 
berlain, who  had  passed  unscathed  among  every 
variety  of  charming  girl  for  the  past  ten  years? 
Mr.  Armitage,  in  his  pacing  back  and  forth, 
came  ever  a  trifle  nearer  to  Mrs.  Bostwick,  who, 
aware  of  his  neighborhood,  sat  straighter  than' 
before,  knitting  rapidly,  her  spectacles  directed 
upon  the  bounding  sea  with  so  rigid  an  expres- 
sion  that  a  smile  curved  the  mustache  of  the 
walker. 

^^  I'  Gad !  she  was  born  too  late,"  he  reflected. 
"  She  should  have  sat  among  those  dames  Dick- 
ens tells  about,  who  never  dropped  a  stitch  while 
they  watched  heads  fall  at  the  guillotine.  I  won- 
der if  we  could  find  a  point  of  agreement.  I 
don't  see  quite  how  she  could  take  any  exception 
to  the  day.  Let 's  try  it.  The  peach  belongs  to 
her  and  has  n't  been  eaten  yet." 

He  paused  near  Mrs.  Bostwick,  who  immedi- 
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•'Very  fine  weather,  isn't  it?"  he  ventured. 
Yes.  It  would   be  more  of  «  change   if  it 
wasn  t,    was  the  prompt  response,  during  which 
the  spectacles  were  only  f„,  tj,,  i,^^(^^ 
allowed  to  meet  tlie  tired  eyes. 

teche.  We  come  a  long  way  out  of  the  East  to 
nnd  such,  don  t  we  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  wo  '11  g„  a  long  way  back  and  stay 
there  -  some  of  us,"  Mrs.  Bostwick  declared  « I 
like  a  cloud  now  and  then." 

"You  speak  as  if  you  would  be  glad  to  go." 

"  I  hell  "J*^"'"'^'' Aunt  Phcebe,  and  knitted. 
1  beheve  thus  ,s  Mrs.  Bostwick,  and  if  so 
we  arc  both  interested  in  the  same  b^y  "  ' 

«^Jz  otitr  ""^""'^  ""^  "'* '"'""  -«"■ 

"He's  a  Hue  fellow,"  said  Mr.  Armitage,  en- 
tertained .„  heu  of  other  occupation  to  find  him- 
self obhged  to  work  his  eonversational  passage 

Hm-so,  so,"  was  the  cool  reply. 

I  hke  his  energy."  The  speaker  sighed.  "I 
had  energy  once  myself." 

Bostwick  impersonally.  "The  worst  of  stopping 
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working  is  that  you  stop  playing  at  the  same 
time. 

"What?   Eh?  Oh,    I   see  your   point.    You 
mean  the  savor  has  gone." 

"Exactly.  You  don't  know  you  are  plavine 
any  more."  f   J    e> 

Mr.  Armitage  shook  his  head  with  gentle,  quiz- 
zical humor.  "  Right ;  but  what  puzzles  me,  Mrs 
Bostwick,  18  how  a  lady  who  knits  the  way  you 
do  ever  found  it  out." 

Aunt  Phoibe  thawed  sufficiently  to  pull  down 
the  corners  of  her  lips  in  a  brief  smile.  "  I  can 
knit  and  use  my  eyes  at  the  same  time,"  she  re- 
turned. «I  can  read  — books  or  faces,  either  one. 
There 's  rafts  of  folks  at  Regina  Beach  who  are 
disgusted  with  their  playthings.  I  don't  need  to 
talk  with  'em  to  know  it." 

Mr.  Armitage  looked  off  upon  the  sea  reflec- 
tively. "It  is  a  beautiful  playground,"  he  said, 
sighing  unconsciously,  "and  we  must  not  expect 
too  much." 

Mrs.  Bostwick  glanced  up  at  him  sharply. 
Something  in  his  tone  and  words  touched  her. 

"  You  have  taught  a  good  theory  of  life  to 
your  niece,"  went  on  Mr.  Armitage,  gesturing 
slightly  with  his  head  toward  the  room  behind 
them. 
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"  ^''•'  ""'''"  y"  M„k  that  ?  ••  The  question 
came  crisply,  and  the  other  smiled 

Mr,.  Bo,tw,ck.  Most  of  them,  I  must  ^y,  I  trea 
«  one  must  a  majority  of  the  hooks -a'la'ee 

senou^lK  You  know  the  genus,  and  yo.fdl 
■t ;  but  ,  have  seen  your  niece  twice.  Her  face  U 
rejuvenating."  ""^  " 

Mrs.  Bostwiek  cleared  her  throat.  "  I  can't  flat- 

Z  '"^"  '  '  7  f "«'"  Sil-.vl  n,uch.  She  eLhes 
me  my  j/m  and  v\  now  and  then  " 

"Really?"  Mr.  Ar„,itaKe  was  incredulous. 
She  s  got  a  wdl  of  iron,  or  else  I  wouldn't 
be  here  this  minute."  ' 

"You  disapprove?  Now  I'm  sorry  for  that 
Why  should  you  ?  If  she  's  t„  do  such  work  at 
all,  why  not  accommodate  Mr.  Chamberlain  - 
the  finest,  truest-blue  fellow  in  the  universe." 

Ihis,  spoken  with  unmistakable  sincerity 
caused  such  a  convulsion  in  Mrs.  Bostw^k^ 
breast  that  she  actually  stopped  knitting  and 
a.d  her  -.ork  in  her  lap,  while  she  lifted  her 

eyes.  They  held  a  spark  of  interest. 

He  was  surprised  by  her  manner  and  still  more 
Mer  words.  "  W  here  is  your  home,  Mr.  A^^i! 
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"  In  New  York,"  he  replied. 

"  Oh,"  s-iid  Aunt  I»h(ehe.  "  'M  h'ln,"  she  mur- 
mured  in  addition,  then  picked  up  her  needles  and 
flung  the  thread  of  yarn  over  her  hand  deftly. 

^ "  This  man  's  a  gentleman,"  she  reflected,  "  and 
I  m  willing  to  het  without  knowing  that  no  one 's 
ever  told  him  a  word  about  how  daughter  saw 
Boston." 
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CHAPTER   XVIII 

HPKINOTIME 

CHAMBKKLA.N  l,ecame  very  mu<.h  i„ter..,ted  i,. 
ayng  out  h„  work.   Like  all  executive  ,„.„„n 
he  po^sse.i   the  power  of  concemmtii,, ;  Zd 
hav„.s  clearly  .„  hi,  „,i„.,  ,,„.  f„„,,  ,.^.  ^.^^•      ^ 

U,  the  httle  book  he  planned,  and  l.y  the  tin.e  it 
^aj  hn«hed,  ,t  wa» entirely  .haracterintic  that  he 
had  forgotten  all  donbts  and  .juestionn. 

He  beamed  at  Sibyl  as  she  folded  her  papers 
preparatory  to  putting  on  her  hat. 

"il   If'f  "■'   '""'    Prattice   enough    to    work 

Dick  ~j    V       u^  "  ""'""^y  "ff'"'"  ""'™«<i 

t.o„  Sibyl  s  u,telhgence,  ,,„ick  con.prehension, 
and  even  her  modest  suggestions  at  one  or  two 
points  of  hesitation  had  captivated  Dick,  who 
orC     "  ^'""^  i»'t™'nent,  whether  musical 

"  ^'■•f  .ti-oublesome  wrist  of  mine  is  n't  such 
a  bad  thing,  after  all,"  he  said  cheertullv  "  I 
can  see  that  two  heads  will  be  better  than  one  " 
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'■  Kv«.:  if  one  i««  laj-„u.,.'„  hea,|,"  ad<i,,l  Sibw! 
I  am  very  glad  („  |,„  m»  to  h..|,,  „„„.  \r 
morrow  at  the  ».„«  tiine/"  »!,„  a,k«Il.  ri.i„„. 
Ve.,  inde.M,     returne.!   (Jhai„l,.,lain,  with 

«   full  heiput.    Suddenly  ,he  »w  that  .ome 
hough    arr«,ted  him  and  took  the  good  Z 
fron>  h„  eyes.    "That  i«,"  he  added,  "I  |,„" 
you  w,  I  co„,e  if  I  decide  to  st,iy  here."  ^ 

hibyl »  heart  gave  a  httle  h.,und.  "  Oh  "  .he 
returned.  "That  i»  not  ,,uite  decided,  th'eu  I 
didnt  undersbmd."  .      "u.  i 

Chamberlain  felt  himself  flush.  "I— that  i» 
-to  tell  the  truth,  this  work,  while  it  may  „„ 
moun  to  much  to  any  one  else,  is  serious  to  me 
When  I  work,  I  work,  and  when  I  play,  I  pUy  • 
and  my  plan  was  to  find  «  place  just  for  a  little 
whde  where  I  ,-:,,  ...^  u„„„         j,^     ,    J^^ 

R^gn.a  Beach  was  such  a  place;  but  to  my  s^ur- 

here.  They  re  the  Armitages,  whose  .ar  Claude 
drives,  and  I  was  telling  your  brother  that  if  I 

and  flee  the  place  till  my  work  is  done." 

bvth!  ""'"'"''«'''  7"  »■"»  vaguely  surprised 
by  the  sweetness  of  the  smile  Sibyl  gave  him 
and  she  seemed  reflecting  as  she  paus^.  ' 
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"  You  will  know  ill  a  iittif  while  what  is  rij^ht 
to  do,"  nhn  aiiHwered. 

"  But  it  seems  rather  shabby  to  have  bothered 
you  this  way,  if  it  proves  just  foi  one  day." 

"  I  don't  consider  it  so." 

"But  your  aunt  will,  I  'm  certain,"  said  Dick, 
smilinjf.  "  She  ha«  a  rather  masterful  look,  and 
1  feel  that  she  begnidj^es  you  to  me." 

Sibyl  laughed  softly.  "She's  a  busy  house- 
keeper,"  she  returned  apologetically. 

"But  why  not  let  me  come  co  you?"  asked 
pick,  with  inspiration  ;  then,  memory  again  pull- 
ing like  a  ball  ;.Md  chain,  he  added,  "That  is  if 
I  stay." 

"  Because  it  would  n't  be  convenient,"  replied 
the  girl.  "  We  keep  a  boarding-house,  and  it  is 
a  small  place." 

"  Yes,  I  know.  Claude  told  me:  told  me  coldly 
at  the  same  time  that  you  would  not  take  me 
in."  Chamberlain's  brow  suddenly  drew  together 
as  he  realized  what  a  simple  way  out  of  his  puzzle 
Fate  might  offer.  "  It  would  straighten  matters 
beautifully  for  me  if  you  could  take  me,  Miss 
Raynor.  It  really  ought  to  be  done.  Just  think 
how  convenient  for  you  and  me  both,  and  how 
far  from  the  madding  crowd  and  their  bubbles ! 
Why,  it 's  c  shame  to  refuse  me." 
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no  (firl  flu.l.ed  a,  -he  ,l.uok  l,„  |,„a.|.  |Ur 
compam..,.  looM  ™  big  „„.|  det.rmi„«l,  a„,l  "Z 
.»  «v.de„. ,  u„.ceu..„«.d  to  -ub„,i,  .„  ^brtaZ 

h*  might  come  .n  .,.ite  of  h«r.  She  .teadied  her 
bought    and  met  hi,  fr„„,.  ,iu.  «  ki„d  J^' 
that  had  ,U  root  io  a  profouad  compa„io„  f  ^ 
liim  III  hia  problem.  "^ 

"  It  •«  not  poMible  ju»t  now,"  she  wid.   She 
ooked  down  at  the  glove,  ,he  wa,  putting  „„ 

pauM,     there  i,  only  one  room,  a  front  room  in 
our  hou„  that     feel  ,ure  would  .ati.fy  /„„  •• 

returned  Chamberlain  hopefully.  ' 

Sibyl  shook  her  h,.ad.  "  It 's  a  lady  " 
"A  lady    eh!     \.  ell,  what   are   her   pl«„.9 

Doe,  „  t  she  know  it ',  her  duty  to  travel  and   ee 

tn    "TtV  "^  *'**  ""it^d  Catalina  yet? 7 
know  I  shall  wax  dangerou,  if  anybody  else  ask 

inquire    cl';  ""''"""    l""  ■"«'"  ^«""'™  '» 

:?r:iid'^:^:irthr:h"w!rtt^f;,? 

;^-t?  Tell  her  ni  swap  ever^lrlir 

Sibyl  smiled.  "  You  will  be  surprised  by  the 
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coincitlence  when  I  ttH  you  tliat  one  ol,«tiii|«  to 
iiuch  heroic  trt«tttwent  in  that  the  in  in  retreat 
hertelf." 

"  But  mine  \*  different.    I  want  to  hide." 

"S«.  doeiinhe." 

"  Hut  from  my  friends." 

"  So  does  Hhin" 

Chamberlain  folded  hia  arms  and  half  cloMd 
his  eyes.  "My  dear  MinM  Riiynor,  my  riifht  to 
the  room  \n  prove*!  already  beyond  question. 
That  woman  is  an  imi^stor*  and  in  pulling  the 
wool  over  thone  lm».py  «yeH  of  yourn.  How  on 
earth  has  she  been  alle  to  hoodwink  your  re- 
vered aunt's  sperfjicIoH!  I  take  off  my  hat  to 
her;  but  I  muHt  nevertheleHs  finnly  request  her 
removal.  People  don't  hide  from  their  friends  —  " 
Sibyl  raised  her  eyebrows  and  laughed  up  at 
him. 

"  Unless  they  're  writing  a  book.  Is  the  front 
room  writing  a  book  ?  " 

"  She  might  do  so  from  her  experiences ;  but 
I  don't  think  she  will.  I  don't  want  her  to  until 
it  can  have  a  happy  ending." 

Chamberlain  kept  his  arms  folded,  and  bal- 
anced back  and  forth  gently  as  he  regarded  his 
companion  quizzically. 

"  She  has  proved  herself  an  able  romancer  by 
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the  wAjr  .h«  ha.  pe^uailoa  you  to  beliovo  h.r 
•tory  Don  t  you  know  th.t  if  yo«  we„t  to  thcM, 
fnaml.  Hhe  .«  hiding  from,  yuu  w«ul.|  hear  a 
quit©  (hff«rtmt  Ule  ?  ••  ""^  * 

•'The  chief  one  i.  her  hiuband,"  naicl  Sibyl. 
"1  have  riH't  him.  '  ^ 

Aclcul  Mettled  over  Chamberlain's  face,  and 
the  humoroiw  l.jjht  die.l  from  hii.  eyes.  -  Oh  it  'h 
that  Hort  of  a  ntory,  i„  it  /  •'  H^  .,rop,>ed  bin  a'rm. 
Tell  her  not  to  write  it.  They  're  a  drug  on  the 
market.  D.d  you  give  the  husband  a  chance  to 
state  hiN  case? 

"  He  did  n't  need  to.  It  wa.  easy  to  see  that 
he  was  unhappy,  too." 

"  Ye""'^  """"^  *'''"  ''"''®  ^^^  "^^"^  '"^«  hiding?" 
♦•And  didn't  tell  him  where  she  was?" 

Chamberlain's  lip  curled  in  a  slight  smile  as 
he  met  he  w.stful  gray  eyes.  "  Honor  among 
women,  I  suppose,"  he  said.  ''Well,  it's  quite 
possible  that  he  did  n't  wish  to  know  " 

"Perhaps,"  replied  Sibyl  quietly,  "  but  I  doubt 

neath  all  the  impulsiveness  and  selfishness  that 
has  made  her  suffer." 

Chamberlain  raised  his  hand  to  his  face  in  an 
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involuntary  movement  to  hide  the  expression  of 
his  lips.  **  So  the  front  room  has  not  made  you 
wholly  partisan,"  he  said,  "  and  you  are  not  quite 
prepared  to  order  boiling  oil  for  the  husband." 

Sibyl  gave  a  little  nod.  "  He  has  his  boiling 
oil  fast  enough  without  any  ordering  from  a  third 
person,"  she  answered.  "  The  law  works  inexora- 
bly. '  With  what  measure  ye  mete,  it  shall  be 
measured  to  you  again.'  " 

Chamberlain  frowned  slightly  in  his  surprise. 
This  girl  with  the  face  of  a  child  was  a  thinking 

being,  and  could  still  be  happy ! 

"  But  it  is  such  a  satisfaction  that  there  is  only 

one  thing  we  can  be  sure  of,"  she  said  more 

lightly,  "and  that  is  that  everything  will  come 

right." 

"  The  only  thing,  eh  ?  "  rejoined  Dick,  with  a 
laugh.  "  Your  short  life  certainly  must  have  been 
a  merry  one.  My  experience  is  that  we  can  be 
sure  of  just  the  opposite." 

Sibyl  flushed  a  little  under  the  scornful  in- 
credulity of  his  tone,  but  she  ignored  it.  «  Then 
I  shall  simply  wait,  Mr.  Chamberlain,  until  I  hear 
from  you  again?"  she  asked. 

"Yes,"  he  replied  slowly.  "I  think  we  must 
leave  it  so.  I  've  tasted  blood,  though,  and  I  crave 
to  go  on.   It 's  great  to  be  able  to  hold  forth 
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while  the  other  fellow  has  u't  a  ghost  of  a  chance 
to  talk  back." 

He  mentally  lauded  Sibyl  for  refraining  from 
the  very  obvious  question  why  he  could  not  play 
with  his  friends  in  the  afternoons,  since  he  was 
planning  to  work  only  in  the  morning.  She  had 
tact  and  breeding,  this  sister  of  Claude  Raynors, 
and  a  level  head  so  far  as  her  work  was  concerned! 
Her  mental  balloon-ascensions  certainly  served 
some  purpose  if  they  gave  that  ineffable  expres- 
sion to  her  face. 

"  You  say  everything  will  come  right,"  said 
Chamberlain,  as  she  moved  toward  the  swinging 
doors  that  led  to  the  gallery.  "  Here  is  a  handi- 
cap, and  no  joke,  that  I  'd  like  to  see  come  right." 

Sibyl  regarded  the  wrist  he  lifted.  "It*' cer- 
tainly can  come  right,  if  you  wish  it." 

"  If  I  wish  it,"  returned  Dick  blankly.  "  Well, 
Miss  Raynor,  there  are  some  cats  in  the  congrega- 
tion at  home  quite  capable  of  making  that  speech ; 
but  it  comes  strangely  from  a  kitten  like  you."  ' 

"  You  do  wish  it,  then?"  she  asked. 

He  frowned,  smiling.  "I've  disciplined  your 
brother  for  less  impertinence  than  that,"  he  re- 
marked. 

"  Shall  I  try  to  banish  it  for  you?" 
"  You  are  very  good ;  but  there  have  been 
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enough  weights  dropped  on  it  already  to  crush 
anything  less  ambitious." 
"That  would  n't  be  my  way,"  returned  the  girl. 
"  Try  your  way,  then  —  any  way  —  every  way. 
J  can  be  grateful,  if  I  can't  be  hopeful." 

As  he  spoke,  Chamberlain  opened  the  door 
upon  the  gallery,  and  to  Sibyl's  surprise  she  saw 
her  aunt  standing  at  the  rail  with  Mr.  Armitage, 
to  all  appearances  chatting  amicably.  The  black 
satin  bag  was  again  portly  with  the  folded  knit- 
ting,  and  Mrs.  Bostwick's  spectacles  had  lost  their 
glassy  stare. 

"Good  combination,"  remarked  Chamberlain 
softly    "  Why  shouldn't  they  amuse  each  other 
-If  I  stay.  Mr.  Armitege,"  as  they  approached, 
1  want  to  present  you  to  Miss  Raynor." 
"  Ah,  good-morning,"  said  Mr.  Armitage,  turn- 
ing, his  vague  glance  brightening  as  it  rested  on 
bibyl.     And  how  goes  the  book  ?  Half  done  by 
this  time,  I  dare  say." 

Sibyl  nodded  at  him.  "'Well  begun  is  half 
done,  they  say,"  she  returned;  "so  I  suppose 
we  can  answer  yes." 

At  the  same  moment  Belle  Armitage  emerged 
from  her  rooms,  and  her  father  moved  toward 
her.  You  must  meet  Raynor's  aunt  and  sister, 
my  dear,"  he  said. 
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"Has  gem  v.   burned  satisfactorily?"  drawled 
Belle,  when  she  had  nodded  greeting.  She  flashed 
a  glance  at  Sibyl  and  then  at  Chamberlain.  "  Ah 
I  can  see  it  has  by  the  way  Dick's  hair  is  rumpled! 
Does  he  stand  this  way,  Miss  Raynor,  while  he 
dictates  ?  "  and  she  posed  in  an  oratorical  attitude, 
with  her  head  thrown  back,  one  hand  thrust  in- 
side  an  imaginary  vest,  and  the  other  behind  her. 
"Miss  Raynor,"  said  Chamberlain,  "you  will 
find  a  sad  amount  of  skepticism  among  my  friends 
here ;  but  we  know  what  we  know." 

Belle  laughed.  "  Poor  Dickie !  Misunderstood 
genius ! " 

The  little  p..  .ty  moved  through  Chamberlain's 
room  and  down  the  stairs ;  then  Mrs.  Bostwick 
and  Sibyl  took  their  departure. 

Miss  Armitage  and  Chamberlain  came  out  on 
the  piazza  with  them  and  stood  side  by  side  to 
speed  the  parting  guests. 

Presently  turning,  with  some  light  remark  on 
their  hps,  they  came  face  to  face  with  Guy  Les- 
ter, who,  unwitting  of  their  presence,  had  just 
stepped  out  the  door. 

The  rencontre  under  the  circumstances  was  a 
shock  to  Chamberlain.  Painful  color  surged  to  his 
hair  as  he  read  the  scorn  and  disgust  in  Lester's 
eyes.   His  hand  had  involuntarily  started  forth 
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at  the   recognition   of   his   old    friend,  but  it 
dropped  and  tightened  as  he  returned  the  other's 

Lester  bowed  also,  unsmiling,  to  Miss  Armi- 
tage,  and  would  have  passed,  but  she  would  not 
permit  .t.  She  felt  that  this  was  the  tide  in  her 
affairs,  and  that  .f  she  did  not  take  it  at  t':e 
Wood,  incalculable  mischief  would  ensue 

She  paused  before  the  squarely-built  man,  ex- 
tending her  hand,  and  Lester  was  forced  to  take 

r  wt     yi  ^''  ^^^  ''^^^y  i"  ^^^  other. 
Why  Mr.  Lester.  You  here?"  she  said,  with 
evident  pleasure.  «  J  begin  to  think  Regina  Beach 
18  the  most  wonderful  place  for  surprise  parties! 
Dick  walked  m  on  us  yesterday  when  we  sup- 
posed him  at  the  other  end  of  the  continent,  and 
to^ay  you!  Just  in  time,  too,  both  of  you,  else 
you  would  have  missed  the  extreme  pleasure  of 
seemg  the  Armitages.  Father  and  I  are  off  for 
a  motor  trip  of  indefinite  length.  We  had  it  all 
planned  before  Dick  came,  and  we  urged  him  to 
join  us   but  in  vain.  He  has  come  out  here  to 
work.  Would  you  beUeve  it?" 

"No,"repUed  Lester,  as  she  paused  humor- 
ously; and  the  curtness  of  the  negative  was  so 
disconcerting  that  she  rattled  on. 

"He  was  even  ungallant  enough  to  say  he 
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did  n't  know  that  we  were  here.  Now  should  n't 
you  think  he  might  have  hesitated  at  that?" 

"  I  certainly  should,"  replied  Lester,  his  gray 
eyes  and  square  chin  confronting  her  steadily 
and  ignoring  Dick. 

She  flushed,  and  floundered  amid  her  sen- 
tences, desperately  anxious  to  produce  her  im- 
pression. "  He  is  —  he  has  —  simply  refused  to 
be  ( ?  the  party,  and  — and  — my  father  is  dis- 
consolate. Are  you  on  your  way  up  the  coast, 
Mr.  Lester  ?  Have  you  your  machine  here  ?  We 
should  be  so  glad  to  take  you  with  us  as  far  as 
you  care  to  go." 

"  That  would  be  scarcely  outside  these  grounds. 
Miss  Armitage,"  was  the  deliberate  response,' 
then,  as  if  to  soften  his  rudeness :  "  It  is  very 
pleasant  here— and  I  have  some  business,  too, 
which  must  be  finished.  Good-morn '•-•'." 

He  passed  by,  replacing  his  hat;  ai.d  the  man 
and  girl  he  had  left  stood  for  a  silent  space  with 
hot  cheeks.  A  deep,  steady  fire  of  resentment 
burned  in  Dick  Chamberlain's  eyes,  and  his 
hands  were  plunged  deep  in  the  pockets  of  his 
white  coat. 

His  companion's  heart  beat  fast.  Guy  Lester's 
opinion  of  her  was  of  infinitesimal  consequence ; 
but  she  dreaded  its  effect  on  Dick. 
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"  What  a  disag^reeable  creature  he  is ! "  ,h« 
hazarded  after  a  moment,  her  foot  toppincr  the 
piazza  and  hereye«  fixed  upon  the  se^f.  Tear 
were  pressing  up  from  the  depths  of  her  hu- 
mihation  and  the  fear  lest  Dick  should  be 
estranged.  ® 

He  was  studying  her  and  receiving  enliffhten- 
men  from  the  little  scene.  "  Qui  sLusfsW 
cuse .  Her  anxiety  was  a  revelation.  She  knew 
quite  well  that  she  had  caused  his  disaster, 
though,  with  characteristic  chivalry,  he  still  held 
her  innocent  of  intention. 

"You  're  a  good  fellow,  Belle,"  he  said.  "You 
always  were.  You  did  your  best  just  now  I 
appreciate  it."  ^  '    ^ 

The  gentleness  in  his  voice  was  such  a  relief 

does  take  himself  so  seriously." 

Chamberlain's  next  words  surprised  his  hearer 
stmngely  "He  loved  my  wife^nce,  veryTe^ 
votedly,"  he  said  quietly;  "and  he  d^pisl  Z> 
now  as  a  poor  guardian  of  a  great  treasure." 

sho!frg:ij.''^'^"'"''---'''«^-«>«' 

226 


SpHnfftime 


"  So  was  she  a  poor  guardian  of  a  great  trea- 
sure," she  replied,  with  low  intensity. 

Dick  caught  his  lower  lip  between  his  teeth  as 
he  received  her  gaze  for  a  silent  minute. 

"  You  had  a  right  to  follow  me  here,"  she 
added.  "  Violet  gave  you  the  right  by  her  action." 

Dick  met  the  brilliant  eyes  in  amazement. 
Belle  was  very  handsome  at  this  moment,  but 
the  revelation  of  her  thought  staggered  him. 

"  So  you  believe  that  I  knew  you  were  here," 
he  returned,  speaking  quietly.  "I  did  not.  I 
want  you  at  least  to  give  me  credit  for  not  being 
a  cad.  There  is  n't  a  man  of  your  acquaintance 
who  would  wiHingly  expose  you  to  such  misjudg- 
ment  of  a  situation  as  Lester's  just  now." 

"  I  tell  you  I  don't  care  for  him,"  she  returned, 
her  heart  beating  heavily. 

"  You  should,"  returned  Chamberlain.  «  Lester 
is  a  fine  fellow." 

"Don't  talk  to  me  this  way,  Dick,"  piteously. 
"  What  do  you  mean  by  it  ?  "  Her  tone  sharpened, 
and  her  face  was  averted  again. 

"  I  mean  that  it  is  about  time  for  me  to  stop 
being  criminally  careless.  Does  your  motor  trip 
really  begin  to-morrow  ?  " 

"  Did  n't  you  hear  me  say  so  ?" 

"Yes,  to  Lester.  What  do  you  say  to  me?" 
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"I  say  that,  since  you  with  it ^ yes."  She 
was  breathing:  so  hard  that  her  companion  couhl 
see  her  nostrils  dilate. 

"  Surely  you  perceive  that  we  can't  both  stay ' " 
exclaimed  Dick,  surprised  by  her  evident  resent- 
ment. 

She  suddenK  turned  back  to  him.  "You 
are  wise,  of  course,"  she  answered,  with  a  soft 
change  of  manner.   «  It  won't  do  — yet." 

Her  eyes  startled  him  even  more  than  her  words. 
He  saw  what  she  believed ;  what  she  expected. 
Like  a  bitter  comment  upon  the  fact  arose  the 
memory  of  Guy  Lester's  strong  face  a  minute  ago. 
Jt  had  remanded  them  both  to  the  dust-heap 

Every  atom  of  pride  in  Chamberlain's  bein^ 
arose  in  arms.  While  he  had  believed  Belle 
innocen.  and  ignorant,  she  still  charmed  him 
Now,  every  fibre  of  him  shrank ;  and  he  suddenly 
remembered  many  instances  in  which  he  now 
saw  that  calculation  had  underlain  her  apparent 
impulsiveness. 

"It  won't  do,  ever,  I  'm  afraid,"  he  returned, 
with  a  sort  of  courteous  carelessness.  «I  fear 
we  ve  killed  the  goose  that  laid  the  golden  eff^s 
of  our  good-comradeship,  Belle." 

"  Never  is  a  long  time,"  she  answered,  panting 
and  smihng  above  the  pang  that  tore  her: 
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"That  little  girl  who  was  just  here,  Miss  Ray- 
nor,"  remarked  Dick  reflectively,  "  said  that  we 
could  be  sure  of  only  one  thing  in  this  world." 

"  It  used  to  be  two,"  interrupted  Belle,  with  an 
effort  at  flippancy. 

"  Yea,  I  know  ;  hut  she  said  the  one  thing  was 
that  everything  would  come  right,  some  time." 
"  What  a  wonderful  girl !   A  sibyl  indeed  !  " 
"Yes,  it 's  easy  to  say  ;  but  I  hope,  Belle,  that 
the  fine  woman  in  you  will  never  bear  the  slightest 
touch  hereafter  of  this  trouble  of  mine,  and  I  hope 
you  wdl  forgive  me  for  letting  it  come  near  you." 
"0  Dick  ! "  she  cried  out,  and  it  was  fortunate 
that  at  this  drowsy  noon  hour  they  were  alone 
in  the  broad  stretch  of  sunny  veranda,  for  her 
voice  rose  hysterically.    «  Don't  talk  of  my  for- 
giving you ! "  She  hid  her  face  in  her  hands. 
"  You  know  —  you  know  —  " 

Her  very  heart  seemed  to  rise  in  her  throat  and 
choke  her.  There  was  a  short,  pulsing  silence ; 
then  she  turned  and  fled  into  the  house. 

Dick  strode  to  the  piazza  rail  and  stood  there, 
frowning. 

He  did  know  at  last.  Miserable  thought  drove 
him  as  low  down  into  the  valley  of  humiliation 
as  even  Guy  Lester  could  have  desired,  and  he 
wandered  there  long,  heavy-laden. 
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CHAPTER  XIX 

THE    UPWAKU    FATH 

Mm.  Bostwick  carried  her^lf  with  great  .tiff- 
ne«  a8  .he  a..d  Sibyl  „.„ved  aw./fr„„.  the 

"It  make,  me  feel  a,  if  we  were  a  party  to  it, 
U.  leave  thoae  two  ,ta„di„B  there  «l„„e  "  .he 
md.  Perhap.  you  'II  tell  me,  Sibyl  Raynor, 
why  you  purred  over  that  man  until  he  began  to 

heel.  "        """  """  '"  '•'''  '"""'  '""'  •«"  i"  hi- 

''BecauM  I  wanted  him  to  write  hi.  book  " 
replied  the  girl,  .miling  demurely. 

"Oh  that  wa.  the  game,  was  it!"  retorted 
Aunt  Ph<«be."  Nothing  would  do  but  to  dr^ 
u.  over  there  day  after  day,  I  pre.ume."  *^ 

«„J  r"!"""^  ^^  ■»«'";  ''ut  that  had  offered, 

With  the  .iren  waitmg  for  him  out  the  win- 
dow I  .appose  so"  admitted  Mr..  Bostwick. 
I  know  just  a.  well  as  if  I  'd  seen  her  at  it,  that 
when  .he  gets  to  floating  around  the  shore  with 
that  bnght  ha.r  of  hers,  she  could  n't  be  any 
worw  if  she  had  a  fish-tail."  ' 
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Sibjrl  .hook  her  head,  bu«y  with  her  thouj.hu. 
It  li  perfectly  true  that  he  eaiiie  without  know- 
ing  that  .he  wai.  at  liegiim.  aud  I  m  ver^  hope- 
fuJ,    she  said.  ^      ^ 

Mis.  BoHtwiek  ^'runted  itcorufully.  "  Were 
you  ever  uiiythiijjr  ^>\^  y  •» 

"Oh,  yes,  indeed."  Sibyl  laughed.  "  Fur  in- 
•taiice,  HI  my  most  optimistic  laoments,  I  never 
pictured  you  and  Mr.  ArmiUige  exchanging  coii- 
hdenees  by  the  sud  sea  waves." 

-  Ho  's  very  much  of  a  gentleman,"  returned 
Mrs.  Bostwick  judicially.  -  Of  course,  he  has  n't 
the  backbone  of  a  man  who  does  n't  own  an 
automobile,  but  I  'd  be  willing  to  bet  without 
knowing  that  he  is  n't  a  party  to  his  daughter's 
capers  He  looked  me  in  the  eye  and  praised  Mr. 
thamberlam  up  to  the  skies.  When  he  left  us 
there  in  the  office  just  now,  I  felt  like  giving 
lum  the  wink  to  come  outdoors  with  those  two 
and  stay  by  'em."  ' 

Sibyl  lifted  her  shoulders  with  a  little  depre- 
cating movement.  "  I  could  n't    help  thinkinir 
myself,  of  the  old  saying :  *  Pull  Dick,  pull  devil  ' 
1  feel  certain  Dick  is  pulling." 

"And  that  siren  will  never  let  go,"  added 
Aunt  Phu^be  — "not  till  she  has  to.  Did  you 
notice  the  way  she  Hashed   those  eyes   of  hers 

231 


I     <T 


Is^. 


The  Learen  of  fjon 


LTif '."  "  *" '  '  ""^^^  ^^^  i"^«f-  y-  h 


"Vet,  I  thought  of  my  Nora  C 


again :  — 


reiiia 


•ong 


'  UihuL  bath  •  Uaming  a^*, 
Hut  n«  on.  kuow.  f«,  whom  it  U,m»ih  ; 
K»f  ht  Md  Uft  itf  arruwi  Hy, 
Hut  wbu  tb«y  'r.  aii.,,d  .t  do  on«  dr««iu«tb  ' 

MiH»  Armitage  pUyn  Le«bia  very  well  to  our  Nora 
Lreiua.  It  .no  sort  of  matter,  Aunt  Pha^be," 
added  the  g,rl;   "everything  will    .urely  come 

Sibyl  had  preeminently  what  the  poet  describes 
as  'a  heart  at  leisure  from  itself,  to  soothe  and 
■yn,path.ze,  and  realizing  Violet's  state  of  mind 
as  the  young  wife  waited  at  home  for  their  re- 
turn,  she  was  not  surprised,  when  they  came  in 
Bight  of  the  house,  to  see  a  familiar  figure  stand- 
ing at  the  gate. 

AuTpTk  ^r;  S°^'^-C»^*mberlain,"  observed 
Aunt  PhcEbe.  « I  expect  she 's  been  in  a  perfect 
twitter  the  last  two  hours -that  is,  if  she  still 
cares  a  mite  for  that  scamp.  Why,  what's  she 
doing?  She  sees  us.  What's  she  going  in  the 
house  for?  Putting  on  that  she 's  indilelt,  I 
suppose.  I  don't  much  believe  it.  I  think  most 
women  that  had  ever  been  married  to  a  man 
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Hna  it  kind  of  hard  to  forget 


like  that  would 
him." 

Her  companion  imiled  slightly  and  laid  no- 
thing.  Their  »erving.maid  had  bi-en  taught  to 
make  inanj  of  the  preparation!  for  dinni-r,  and 
Sibyl  waa  at  liberty  to  go  directly  uptUirs.  She 
hume<i  to  her  friend'«  door  and  knocked.  A  voice 
•aid  "Come,"  and  ihe  entered. 

Violet,  intensely  pale,  her  dark  eyes  dilated  an 
•he  watched  the  o,)ening  door,  stood  in  the  middle 
of  the  room,  her  hands  pressed  together. 

The  two  hours  of  Sibyl's  absence  liad  been  an 
eternity.  It  seemed  an  incredible  thing  that  the 
girl  s  face  could  express  its  usual  serene  good 
cheer,  if  she  had  indeed  been  face  to  face  with 
pick  and  heard  his  voice  and  met  his  smile;  so 
incredible  that  Violet  leaped  at  a  conclusion. 

"  You  did  n't  find  him,"  she  said,  her  words 
and  breath  struggling  together. 

"Certainly  I  did,"  returned  Sibyl  cheerfully, 
closing  the  door  behind  her. 

Another  plunge  of  the  life's  heart  sent  the 
blood  streaming  over  her  cheek  and  brow,  and 
her  eyes  seemed  straining  to  see  into  her  friend's 
very  thoughts. 

"Come  and  sit  down."  Sibyl  dre-  the  other 
by  her  cold  hand  to  the  nearest  seats. 
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"First  of  all,  my  dear,  lie  told  the  truth  to 
Claude,"  she  said.  ''  He  did  not  know  the  Arnii- 
tages  were  here." 

Violet  shook  her  head,  unable  to  speak. 

"Oh,  give  me  credit  for  some  wits,  too," 
went  on  Sibyl,  patting  her  hand.  "I'm  not  so 
dremlfully  'easy,'  as  Claude  puts  it.  I  was  after 
facts  myself,  —  or  what  Mr.  Chamberlain  thought 
were  the  facts,  —  and  I  know  what  I  'm  talkhig 
about.  We  've  been  chatting  and  working  for  the 
last  two  hours,  and  have  written  the  Introduction 
to  the  book.  Here  it  is."  She  held  up  the  papers 
m  her  hand,  and  Violet  regarded  the  roll  with 
startled  eyes. 

"  How  does  he  look,  Sibyl,  —tell  me  !  " 
"  Well,  when  we  first  went  in,  to  use  an  Aunt 
Phoebe-ism,  he  was  '  blue  as  a  whetstone,'  and 
much  inclined  to  give  up  the  book." 

"  To  have  more  time  for — her,"  breathed  Violet. 
*;  Shame  on  you,  dear,"  said  Sibyl  lightly,  but 
givmg  the  hands  she  held  a  little  shake.  "  You  're 
a  great  worker  in  the  truth,  are  n't  you !  Here  is 
this  poor  man  who  made  a  silly  mistake,  and  I'd 
be  as  willing  as  Aunt  Phcebe  ever  was  to  bet 
without  knowing  that  he  has  paid  for  it  with  in- 
terest. Here  he  is,  having  run  away  from  his 
conspicuous  position  to  rest  from  the  galling  sit- 

234 


The  Upward  Path 


nation  and  do  a  little  congenial  work  that  will 

CK-'cupy  his  mind,  and  he  Hnds  he  has  jumped  out 

of  the  fry iiig-puM  with  the  usual  result.   You  think 

he  sought  the  Humes;  but  you  wouldn't  if  you 

saw  how  pleased  he  is  to  get  hold  of  my  nice 

little  shorthand,  and  how  he  'd  like  to  sing,  '  Oh, 

promise  me,'  etc.,  if  he  only  dared.  The  Armi^ 

tages  have  been  meditating  a  motor  trip  up  the 

coast,  and  if  they  take  it,  our  coast  is  clear.  If 

they  don't,  it  is  evident  that  he  feels  he  ought  to 

go  away  at  once.    He  wai*  so  embarrassed,  the 

poor  soul !  L    ween  his  desire  to  stay,  and  his  fear 

of  promising  that  he  would." 

Violet  listened  eagerly,  eyes  fastened  on  Sibyl's. 
How  passing  strange  it  was  to  hear  any  one 
refer  to  the  brilliant  and  successful  man  of  her 
knowledge  as  "  poor  soul !  "  Dick  had  known  his 
fires  also,  doubtless. 

"  Did  you  see  —  her  ?  "  she  asked. 
"  Yes."  At   sight  of   the  other's   expression 
Sibyl  slowly  shook  her  head.  "  And  you  do  not 
hate  her,  you  know." 

"  Did  she  seem  — happy  ?  " 
Sibyl  gave  a  strange  little  laugh.  "Oh,  no. 
That  sort  of  girl  hasn't  found  out  what  hap- 
piness means.  That  is  why  it  ought  to  be  so  easy 
not  to  hate  her.  She  seemed  gay  enough." 
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"  Did  you  see  "  —  the  speaker's  breath  deserted 
her  for  an  instant —  " him  with  her?" 

"Yes;  but,  Violet,  listen  !  "  and  Sibyl' s  light 
voice  grew  solemn.  "  Listen  to  the  right  thought 
and  refuse  to  listen  to  the  wrong.  We  are  neither 
of  us  afraid.  If  we  love  enough,  we  cannot  fear. 
You  re  through  with  the  destructiveness  of  fear 
and  hate." 

"  I  know  it,"  returned  the  other  piteously.  «  Be 
patient  with  me,  if  I  'm  worth  it." 

"  I  've  another  prescription  for  you,"  said  Sibyl. 
"  Begin  to  think  more  about  Mr.  Chamberlain 
than  about  yourself." 

"  I  've  tried  with  my  whole  strength  for  five 
months  not  to  think  about  him,"  returned  Violet 
passionately. 

"  Yes,  you  believed  that  was  necessary ;  but 
now  you  see  clearly  that  he  needs  you  more  than 
ever  before  in  his  life ;  and  your  thoughts  of  him 
must  be  strong  ones ;  unselfish  ones —not  of  what 
he  can  do  for  you,  but  of  what  God  has  done  for 
him  :  created  him  in  his  own  image  and  likeness, 
a  perfect  man  who  cannot  fall.  « Judge  not  ac- 
cording to  appearances,  but  judge  righteous  judg- 
ment,'  and  righteous  judgment  is  knowledge  of 
the  truth  about  him." 

The  natural  color  was  returning  to  Violet's 
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face  and   the   stricken   look   fading   from   her 
eyes. 

"One    thing    alone,"  she    answered    slowly, 
"should  make  me  believe  in  your  God.    He  has 
given  me  your  friendship." 
Sibyl  pressed  her  hand. 
"  But  it  is  a  tremendous  thing  to  change  my 
despair  to  hope,"  the  young  wife  went  on.    «I 
shall  be  dashed  in  pieces  if  I  fall  a  second  time." 
Sibyl's  look  was  almost  sad  in  its  wistfulness 
*'  .  ear  again,  Violet,  and  fear  for  yourself,"  was 
all  she  said,  but  her  friend  flushed. 

"  Forgive  me,"  she  begged  contritely.  "  I  see 
It.  I  will  do  better.  God  will  make  everything 
coire  right!  Keep  saying  it." 

"  Yes,  we  '11  say  that ;  but  we  can't  say  when, 
nor  how,  and  that  is  the  trial  of  your  patience 
and  your  faith.  Mr.  Chamberiain  is  to  send  me 
word  by  Claude  if  he  wants  me  to-morrow ;  and 
It  all  depends  on  whether  the  Armitages  go  or 
stay.  If  they  go,  he  stays.  If  they  stay,  he 
goes. 

"  Where  —  where  is  Dick  going  ?  " 
"  I  don't  know,  and  neither  does  he." 
"  Listen,  Sibyl.  This  is  n't  weakness.   Surely 
we  must  face  facts  as  they  appear.  I  can  see  that 
It  he  was  surprised  by  finding  — her,  he  would 
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feel  that  he  must  go  away,  but  it  might  be  reluc- 
tantly ;  he  might  care  for  her  still  just  as  much 
Don't  scold  me.  If  I  had  seen  them  together  as 
you  did  to-day,  I  should  know ;  but  all  I  have  is 
my  memory  of  the  times  when  he  set  me  aside 
for  her.  Dick  is  a  gentleman ;  he  would  not 
compromise  her.  He  would  naturally  leave  now 
unless  she  did,  yet  he  might  care  for  her  just  the 
same." 

"  I  see  your  point,  of  course,"  returned  Sibyl. 
"  I  saw  them  together  only  for  a  minute,  and  he 
was  naturally  friendly  toward  her,  and  she  chaffed 
him  a  little  about  his  book.  That  was  all.  There 
was  nothing  for  a  stranger  to  gather  from  their 
manner  except  that  they  were  old  friends.   Your 
work  lies  entirely  with  your  own  thought,  Violet. 
Turn  on  these  personalities  whenever  they  rise  to 
torment  you.  Know  the  all-power  of  good  and 
the  powerlessness  of  evil,  and  know  that  that  ends 
your  responsibility.  '  Man  may  plant  and  water, 
but  God  giveth  the  increase.'  Build  no  air-castles  • 
plan  nothing.  Don't  li.nit  God  by  arranging  in 
your  own  mind  what  you  would  like  to  have  hap- 
pen. He  will  attend  to  the  outcome.  The  Bible 
IS  full  of  the  promise  of  that.   '  Seek  first  the 
kingdom  of  God,  and  his  righteousness,  and  all 
these  things  shall  be  added  unto  you,'  is  one 
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putting  of  it.  *  Ye  shall  know  the  truth,  and  the 
truth  shall  make  you  free/  free  to  be  restored  to 
your  husband,  or  freedom  from  him,  but  peace 
in  either  case." 

Violet  lifted  the  girl's  hand  impulsively  to  her 
own  cheek.  "  I  *11  try  —  conscientiously,"  she  an- 
swered. "  He  did  n't  come  out  here  to  find  her. 
He  did  n't." 

"  No,"  Sibyl  said  ;  "  that  is  certain." 

Violet  remained  in  the  house  or  on  the  piazza 
the  remainder  of  the  day.  To  think  of  roaming 
abroad  in  her  usual  fashion  made  her  heart  leap 
with  excitement.  The  menUil  picture  of  her  hus- 
band leaning  back  in  the  tonneau  of  the  Armi- 
tages'  car  and  spinning  along  under  southern 
skies  with  her  rival  rose  like  a  demon  to  torture 
her,  and  she  bravely  met  it  with  the  sword  of 
spirit  which  Sibyl  had  put  into  her  hand. 

"  Not  to  care  what  happens  to  Violet  Cham- 
berlain," was  her  unspoken  prayer ;  "  to  let  God 
do  all  the  caring,  and  to  trust,  and  to  know." 

Oh,  this  "  knowing"  of  a  new  language  ;  this 
beginning  of  a  new  book  of  life ;  this  rejection 
of  all  that  was  unfit  for  its  pages.  What  a  pull- 
ing down  it  meant  of  standards  which  she  had 
once  considered  high ! 

"  I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  unto  the  hills,  from 
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LE8TEK8    DISCOVERY 

Sibyl,  left  to  herself  that  afternoon,  went  to  the 
bath-houses  and  took  a  dip  in  the  sea. 

Having  an  errand  to  do  at  the  grocer's  on  the 
way  home,  she  was  returning  along  a  back  street 
when  she  heard  her  name  loudly  called.  "Oh, 
Miss  Raynor,  just  one  minute !  " 

She  looked  up,  and  recognized  the  mistress  of 
one  of  the  lodging-houses  o*  the  place :  a  woman 
who  had  befriended  Mrs.  Bostwick's  strangeness  in 
the  early  days  of  their  stay.  A  man  was  standing 
on  the  piazza  with  her,  and  he,  observing  Sibyl's 
pause,  made  a  hasty  adieu  and,  running  down 
the  steps,  came  across  the  street  to  join  her.  She 
saw  a  broad-shouldered  figure  with  square  jaw  and 
steady  gray  eyes,  which  regarded  her  attentively 
as  he  lifted  his  hat. 

"  I  wish  to  ask  you,"  he  began,  and  then 
paused,  for  he  suddenly  realized  that  the  girl  he 
was  accosting  was  not  the  sort  one  arrests  by 
hello-ing.  "  I  beg  your  pardon,"  he  went  on,  in 
a  difiFerent  tone.  "  I  really  had  no  idea  that  my 
friend  across  the  way  was  about  to  call  to  you.  I  am 
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makuigu  tour  of  the  lodging  and  boarding  houw. 
in  Regina.  Meartbing  for  a  friend  whom  I  exi>ected 
to  find  at  tbe  hotel.  That  woman  told  me  of  a„ 
add«88  not  on  my  lint  -  Mr«.  McDonald's  house. 
J5he  bad  ju.t  spoken  of  it  when  you  came  in  night, 
and  .he  exclaimed  :  '  There  she  is  now,'  und  in- 
-tantJy  called  you.  What  did  she  mean?  May  I 
ask  if  you  board  at  Mrs.  McDonald's  ?  " 

"  My  aunt  Mrs.  Bostwick,  is  keeping  the  house 
temporarily,"  returned  the  girl. 

"  T*ien  you  can  tell  me  if  there  is  a  Mrs. 
Chamber  a.n  living  there,"  said  Lester  quickly; 
and  Sibyl,  taken  by  .urprise,  could  not  control 
the  change  that  crossed  her  face. 
The  man's  sharp  eyes  perceived  it. 
"How  is  it,"  she  asked,  after  a  pause,  "that 
you  do  not  write,  or  inquire  at  the  post-office,  if 
there  is  some  one  here  you  wish  to  find." 

"I  have  done  so.  I  have  just  found  my  letters 

at  the  office  unclaimed ;  but  I  believe  she  is  here 

~  and  thank  heaven  you  are  a  lady  and  will  help 

me  find  her !     he  finished,  as  if  to  aimself. 

^ibyl  glanced  across  the  street.    "Shall   we 

walk  on?     she  asked.   "Mrs.  Wiseman  is  watch- 
ing  us. 

Uster,  convinced  that  his  goal  was  reached, 
glanced  as  often  as  he  dared  at  the  fresh  face 
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beside  him.  He  foiiiul  inNtant  and  niireR«onable 
consolation  in  the  hope  that  the8e  nweet  eye«  had 
cast  their  friendly  beams  upon  the  waidennir 
one:  that  Violet  had  found  a  friend. 

Sibyl  regarded   her  companion   with   serious 
consideration. 

"My  name  is  lister,  Guy  Lester,"  he  said,  in 
a  crisp,  masterful  manner. 
"  Yes  ?  " 

"  I  thought  Mrs.  Chamberlain  might  have  men- 
tioned me  to  you,  for  we  are  old  friends." 

He  could  see  that  the  giri  beside  him  was  re- 
flecting upon  the  situation  and  endeavoring  to 
come  to  a  decision.  Her  aunt  kept  the  house  where 
Violet  was  staying ;  but  his  companion's  voice, 
speech,  and  carriage  impressed  him  as  belonging 
to  his  own  stratum  of  social  life.  Instinctively  he 
felt  that  she  knew  Violet's  story. 

He  waited  patiently  for  her  to  break  the  silence, 
and  at  last  she  spoke. 

"  There  is  no  one  at  our  house  who  calls  her- 
self Mrs.  Chamberlain,  and  if  she  has  not  asked 
for  her  letters,  it  must  mean  that  she  does  not 
wish  to  be  intruded  upon." 

"  But  she  should  be,"  he  answered.  "  I  discov- 
ered that  she  had  come  to  Regina  Beach,  and  the 
place  gives  such  a  sense  of  remoteness  that  I  felt 
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i^  would  hold  her :  that  she  must  still  he  here 
•omewhere." 

Sibyl  Hpoke  again.  "  If  we  have  with  us  a  lady 
who  18  hvinjr  under  an  assumed  name,  I  wonder 
that  you  tell  a  stranger  of  it  so  frankly." 

"  It  is  not  assumed.  It  is  her  own  —  Smith  I 
«aw  it  on  the  hotel  register ;  but "  —  with  a  sud- 
i\m  burst  of  frankness— "I  wish  you  would 
tnist  me  without  further  preamble.  You  may.  I 
would  I  't  hurt  her  for  any  consideration  ;  but 
I  must  see  her.  I  must  assure  myself  of  her  well- 
being.'* 

The  earnestness  in  the  impetuous  words  caused 
Sibyl  to  look  at  her  comimnion  still  more  closely ; 
and  he,  returning  her  gaze,  felt  a  warm  gratitude 
to  her  for  existing  in  a  spot  where  slie  could  be 
a  selace  to  the  wounded  heart. 

"  Trust  me,"  he  said  again.  "  I  am  an  old  friend 
of  Mrs.  Chamberlain  and  all  her  family." 

"Her  mother  has  sent  you,  perhaps?"  asked 
Sibyl. 

"  No,"  was  the  curt  response.  "  I  should  not 
have  come  for  her  sending." 

Sibyl  read  the  signs  of  the  darkening  brow, 
and  sighed.  She  dreaded  to  have  a  new  mind 
harbonng  the  old  hatred  approach  Violet. 

"  I  will  trust  you,  Mr.  Lester,"  she  said,  "and 
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aik  you  to  trutt  me  sufiicivntly  to  do  m  I  tay. 
Mr».  Chaml)erlaiu  and  I  are  friend*.  She  hai  told 
me  the  trouble  tliat  brought  her  here,  and  if  you 
will  go  back  to  the  hotel  now,  I  will  tell  her  that 
you  have  come,  and  I  promise  that  she  will  write 
you  at  onceand  say  whether  she  wishes  to  see  you." 
Lester  shook  his  head  and  smiled  us  Sibyl 
stood  still  to  gi\  him  the  opportunity  to  leave 
her. 

"  Impossible,  Miss  —  " 

"  Raynor,"  supplied  Sibyl. 

"  Miss  Raynor.  Do  you  think  I  have  waited 
four  months  to  find  myself  walking  in  Mrs. 
Chamberlain's  direction  only  to  turn  back  at  the 
crucial  moment  and  perhaps  allow  her  to  es- 
cape?" 

"I  have  read  you  wrong,  then,"  returned  Sibyl 
coolly.  « I  judged  that  you  were  a  gentleman, 
and  would  not  see  a  lady  against  her  will." 

Lester's  smile  became  more  pronounced,  his 
spirits  rising  in  the  knowledge  of  Violet's  prox- 
imity. "  Ladies  do  not  always  know  what  is  good 
for  them,"  he  replied,  amused  by  Sibyl's  effort 
at  severity.  "  This  one  must  not  refuse  to  set. 
me,  so  I  prefer  to  take  her  by  surprise.  I  wiil 
escort  you  home,  if  you  will  allow  it.  If  not,  I 
will  again  take  up  my  line  of  search  alone." 
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Sibyl,  ltM>kitig  into  th«  •4u«r«-j»w«d  f«ct 
abaudutieU  hop«  of  [lewiMuioii.  ' 

"  You  will  not  U»  ttlloweU  to  do  iiny  harm  " 
■he  laid  ilowly.  ' 

"  I  certainly  .hall  not,"  agrwd  Uiter,  lur- 
pruNjd  by  the  declaration,  and  they  moved  on. 

They  were  very  near  the  huuae  now,  and  had 
but  to  turn  a  corner  in  order  to  ie«  it. 

Sibyl  kept  silence  an  they  walked,  mentally 
buHy  ui  handling  the  situation  ;  and  Lester,  sto- 
ically accepting  what  he  believed  to  be  the  mani 
feitation  of  her  displeasure,  marched  by  her  side. 
They  turned  the  corner  of  the  street  and  he  irave 
a  great  start. 

Violet,  moving  along  the  walk,  was  facinir 
tliem.  * 

"  Violet ! " 

"  Guy ! " 

Her  face  was  as  white  as  her  gown  as  he  seized 
her  cold  hands,  and  Sibyl  jmused  uncertainly. 

LcHter  was  too  agitated  tu  speak,  looking  on 
the  changed  slenderness  of  his  friend's  face,  ac- 
centuated by  its  sudden  pallor. 

"How  did  Sibyl  happen  to  find  you?"  asked 
Violet  unsteadily,  when  she  could  speak. 

"1  found  Miss  Raynor,"  replied  Lester,  his 
speech  crisp  even  through  its  huskiness.   "She 
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tried  faithfully  tu  Ium  tut,,  but  faiM  ;  uiitl  tu  — 
VioM,  I  'v*  found  you."  1I«  euded  with  a  htmk 
ill  hit  voii'v. 

"Have  you  been  trying,  Guy?"  ibe  asked 
gently.  "  You  know  1  wrote  v  .,   M,t  to." 

''Yea;  but  Hehh  and  blo.Ki  4ii  en'*  i-m  only 
•o  much.  I  tried  to  Hull  Ji..  t  .»im  m  the 
|ia<k  of  lien  going  about  <  i.ac  v  if*  .on.  s  t  it 
wan  iiupoiwible,  m  I  vovA  v  .  b».ar  it  ..w«  !  ger 
without  seeing  for  luvelt'.  Voj  v  o»jt  i  ill 
Violet." 

She  gave  a  strange  smile  as  t  t  tflt  *  lo-  crept 
back  to  her  face.  "  Yes  ;  but,  Sii.j  h  r  hand 

on  Sibyl's  arm,  *'  this  child  has  showu  me  where 
healing  was,  and  1  have  found  it." 

At  her  words  and  look  a  great  joy  banished 
the  creeping  anxiety  that  had  begun  to  weigh 
down  Sibyl's  heart. 

"  I  '11  leave  you,  Violet,"  she  said  ;  and  with  a 
brief  nod  of  adieu  to  Lester,  she  moved  on  to  the 
house. 

"That's  a  rather  charming  girl,"  said  Guy, 
looking  after  her. 

"  You  put  it  very  mildly,"  returned  Violet. 

"  Bless  her,  if  she  has  helped  you ! "  he  ex- 
claimed ardently,  looking  back  into  the  blue  eyes. 

"  I  believe,"  said  Violet,  "  that  if  it  had  not 
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been  for  her,  I  should  by  this  time  have  beeu 
trying  my  fortune  on  some  other  plane." 

A  spasm  of  pain  passed  over  the  man's  face, 
and  be  did  not  speak. 

uw^T®,/."*  **'*   veranda,"  continued    Violet. 

We  shall  have  it  to  ourselves." 

They  moved  up  the  steps  to  the  piazza  and 
placed  themselves  on  a  wicker  divan. 

"See  what  I  have  just  found  at  your  post- 
office,  said  Lester,  taking  three  letters  from 
118  pocket  and  putting  them  in  his  friend's 
hands. 

"  From  you,"  she  remarked,  reading  her  own 
name  on  the  envelopes.  "  My  letters  all  come 
from  Los  Angeles  under  cover.  How  did  you 
know  1  was  here?" 

"  Your  mother  told  me  you  were  in  Los  An- 
geles, so  I  knew  it  was  probable  that  you  were 
not,  returned  Lester  dryly,  and  Violet  colored  ; 
but  it  gave  me  a  clue  to  work  on,  and  I  know 
your  acquaintances  there,  and  —  well,  I  found 
you." 

He  paused,  looking  at  the  boarded  floor  for 
an  instant  and  then  back  at  his  companion. 

"  I  Ve  made  only  one  failure  in  the  things  I  've 
undertaken  in  my  life,"  he  went  on,  *'  but  that  one 
18  the  chief.  I  wanted  to  take  care  of  you,  Violet- 
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and  you  were  not  willing.    Now  I  have  come 
again  — 

"  Hush,  Guy,  you  must  n't." 
"Yes,  I  must,  this  once,"  he  went  on  quietly, 
"  and  then  I  will  go  away  until  the  proper  time." 
As  she  listened,  Violet  began  nervously  tearing 
the  unopened  letters  she  held. 

"  You  need  not  have  been  afraid  to  read  them," 
he  said,  without  moving. 

"  I  m  sure  of  it,"  she  answered  ;  «  but  to  what 
end,  now  that  we  can  talk  ?  I  understand  you.  I 
know  you  want  to  take  care  of  me,  and  know 
what  perfect  care  it  would  be ;  but  that  love  that 
grew  in  my  heart  for  Dick  is  the  only  sort  that 
makes  marriage  possible." 

"  Did  you  find  it  possible  ?  "  interrupted  lister 
doggedly.  '*  A  woman  of  your  sort  does  n't  throw 
over  husband,  mother,  and  the  opinions  of  her 
friends  for  a  trifle." 

Violet's  cheeks  burned  painfully.  "  I  know, 
but  —  but  to-day  I  'm  not  quite  the  same  woman 
who  did  that." 

"  You  mean  you  are  relenting  toward  that  cad, 
that  hypocrite?"  asked  Lester  between  his  teeth. 

"  Oh,  I  see  everything  so  differently,"  returned 
Violet. 

"Then  you  are  making  a  colossal  mistake," 
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was  the  quick  reply.  «  I  '„,  ^oin^  to  tell  you,  for 
It  would  be  falge  kindness  to  conceal  it.  Your — 
no,  I  '11  never  call  him  your  husband  !  Dick  Cham- 
berlain and  Belle  Armitage  are  over  at  that  hotel 
together  now." 

Lester  braced  himself  to  take  the  consequences 
ot  the  heroic  treatment  which  was  to  clinch  Vio- 
let s  revolt.  Of  course  she  would  start  and  weep 
perhaps  faint ;  and  he  dreaded  a  scene,  but  it  was 
his  way  to  grasp  the  nettles  along  life's  pathway 
Her  eyes  as  he  met  them  now,  courageously, 
amazed  him  to  speechlessness.  They  were  full  of 
a  sweet  seriousness,  and  her  lips  smiled  faintly. 

"I  know  It,"  she  answered,  her  hands  tovinir 
with  the  scraps  of  paper. 

"  You  know  it,"  he  gasped  at  last ;  then,  a  tri- 
umphant idea  surging  through  him,  *'  You  're 
glad  !  he  ejaculated.  "  You  have  ceased  to  love 
him,  and  you  have  your  proofs,  now." 

Violet  colored  deeply.  "No,  no.  It  is  n't  as 
you  think.    They  have  met  here  accidentallv." 

Guy  stared.  "Oh,  indeed,"  he  returned  at  last, 
with  wrathful  irony.  "And  pray,  do  they  know 
they  have  you  for  a  neighbor?" 

"  No.  They  have  no  idea  of  it." 
there'*'^'  ^^^^  *  ^^o'-t  laugh.   « I  believe  you 

250 


LeHivr"**  Dinvorery 


1  know  what  you  think,  Guy;  but  Diek  has 
only  lately  arrived.    Sibyl -Mi«8   Raynor   ha. 
been    doinjr  some  stenographw   work   for  him 
Her  brother  is  acting  ihai.ffeur  for  Mr.  Armitage 
while  hi8  man  is  alKsent.   I  have  in  the  straueest 
most   unexpected    way,   means  of  knowing   thJ 
facts  in  the  ease,  while  Dick  has  no  idea  that  I 
am  here.    You  look  skeptical,  and  I  am  far  from 
blaming  you  ;  b,it  you  are  about  to  have  proof 
lo-morrow  either  the  Armitages  will  leave  Ke- 
gina  Beach,  or  else  Dick  wUl.    You  will  see  " 
^^   Lester  was  studying  her  face  as  she  talked. 
Violet,    he  said  suddenly, -you  are  changed. 
\  ou  are  thinner,  but  it  is  n't   that.    You  have 
been    tlirough    a   shattering  experience,   but  - 
you  re   not  shattered.   What  is   it?    Is  such  a 
thing  possible  as  that  you  are  taking  comfort 
out  of  the  fact  that  Dick  is  here  ?  " 
"  Perhaps,"  she  answered  reflectively 
"  You  care  for  him  still,  then,"  said  Lester 
bitterly.    "  It  seems  it  is  as  difficult  for  one  man 
to  estrange  a  woman  as  it  is  for  another  to  win 
her. 

" 'For  better,  for  worse.  Until  death  us  do 
part  quoted  Violet  slowly.  "  I  have  not  paid 
much  attention  to  those  vows." 

"  You  repent  of  leaving  him,  then  ?  " 
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"No-Ieau  hardly  say  that,"  she  answered, 
for  sometimes  the  longest  way  round  is  the 
shortest  way  home." 

^^There  was  silence  while  he  gazed  at  her,  won- 

"  That  young  girl  who  brought  you  here,  that 
young,  fair,  inexperienced  slip  of  a  thing,  has 
altered  all  my  views  of  life  with  h.  -  philoso- 

*•  What  is  her  philosophy  ?  "  asked  Lester. 
I  would  rather  not  try  to  tell  you ;  but  she 
will,  if  you  ask  her.  I  speak  the  new  language 
bunglingly,  but  I  begin  to  understand  it.  A 
baby  knows  that  the  fire  is  warm  before  he  can 
say  so.  She  has  kindled  a  fire  on  my  altar  which 
1  am  trymg  to  keep  burning." 

]f^\  ^^^^^S^  his  shoulders  and  bit  his  lip. 

ou      L  T  *^  *'  ^""^^  ^""  happiness,  Violet." 
^^  fehe  shook  her  head,  still  with  the  faint  smile. 
1  am  learning  not  to  make  conditions.    Happi- 
ness may  not  be  the  first  fruits,  but  blessedness 
will  bo,  if  I  am  faithful." 

"  You   have  embraced   a   religion :    some  of 
these  new  ideas  going  about." 

Shesmiled.  "And  did  n't  we  need  new  ideas^" 
she  asked.  "Think  of  being  able  to  believe  in 
an  omnipotent  power  for  Good." 
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"Is  that  where  you  have  come?"  returned 
Lester,  studying  her. 

"  I  hope  80,"  she  answered,  with  humble  seri- 
ousness. 

The  man's  heart  yearned  over  her.  <*Poor 
iittle  Violet,"  he  thought,  "  the  more  frairant 
for  being  crushed." 

His  companion  felt  her  color  rise  under  his 
searchmg  eyes,  and  her  heart  yearned,  too,  for 
him ;  for  she  knew  his  disappointment. 

"  I  have  permitted  myself  to  hope  again,"  he 
said,  "and  I  m  not  yet  convinced  that  you  don't 
need  me.  That  girl  with  the  sweet  eye*  has  held 
out  a  straw  to  you,  and  you  have  grasped  it  rather 
than  drown;  but,  Violet,"  wistful  tenderness 
sounded  m  his  voice,  "straws  don't  keep  people 
from  drowning ;  and  when  yours  breaks  in  your 
fingers,  give  me  the  right !  won't  you,  dear  ?  " 

Guy,  you  're  so  good  to  me,  and  always  were," 
she  answered,  with  fervor.  "  Looking  back,  it 
seems  to  me  that  you,  more  than  any  one  T  've 
ever  known,  have  given  me  an  idea  of  perfect 
human  protection  and  consideration  ;  then  think, 
with  that  standard  of  comparison,  of  what  it  is 
to  believe  in  the  care  and  protection  of  an  Om- 
nipotent One.  We  've  been  churchly,  Guy,  but 
have  we  ever  been  confident  and  fuU  of  faith  ? 
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Not  I,  until  now  I  am  learning.  Many  a  night, 
after  a  tiring  function,  I  have  leaned  back  and 
let  you  think  for  me  and  take  cire  of  me.  Now, 
when  torturing  thought  arises  such  as  once  left 
me  haggard,  I  have  learned  to  relax  and  know 
that  the  only  part  I  have  in  the  problem  is  to 
think  right  and  God  will  take  care  of  me." 

Her  face,  so  speaking  and  wistful  as  she  leaned 
toward  him,  made  a  lump  come  in  lister's  throat. 
"Very  well,  Violet,"  he  answered.  "  It  is  no 
strain  on  my  faith  to  believe  that  the  Almighty 
looks  after  you ;  but  He  works  by  instruments, 
and  when  you  want  me,  I  shall  be  ready.  When 
■omi  thing  happens  to  disturb  this  serenity,  when 
the  vaters  go  over  your  head,  remember  me. 
I  'm  a  life-raft,  not  a  straw." 

There  was  aflFection  in  Violet's  eyes  as  she 
shook  ler  head  at  him  thoughtfully.  "  You  '11 
have  to  learn  that  all  that  is  mortal  breaks  like 
a  straw,"  she  answered. 

He  smiled.  "  You  're  inoculated,  certainly,"  he 
returned. 

"  Oh,  let  Sibyl  talk  to  you,  Guy,"  she  begged. 
"  To  me,  my  child  !   Voluntarily  let  myself  in 
for  a  sermon  from  an  infant  phenomenon  ?  " 
"  You  '11  stay  to  supper  with  us,  at  all  events?" 
"  Gladly,"  returned  Lester,  and  he  promised 
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himielf  a  private  word  of  warning  in  th.  ear  of 
tbi8  intrepid  young  woman  who,  in  the  insolence 
of  her  inexperience,  had  nwhed  in  where  anirels 
feared  to  tread.  Hi.  ire  rose  as  he  thought  of  her 
and  of  the  influence  she  had  won  over  the  ere-' 
duhty  of  a  tired,  nerve-worn,  and  hroken-hearted 
woman    mstilhng  unfounded  hopes  from  which 
the  waking  would  be  bitter. 

aakT*"**   *'^  ^""^^   ^^^""^^  *^®"'  ^***'®*^"  *^e 
"I'm  letting  God  plan,"  she  answered. 

"  *  Heaven  helps  those  who  help  themselves,'  " 
said  Guy.  * 

"  Yes,"  she  replied,  with  serenity.  "  That  is 
why  I  am  sure  it  will  help  me.  Sibyl  has  taught 
me  how  to  help  myself." 

Lester's  lips  tightened,  and  an  unconscious 
frown  drew  his  brows  together.  "  I  should  like 
to  have  some  talk  with  her,"  he  said. 

"Oh,  do!"  exclaimed  Violet  softly.  "After 
supper  ask  her  to  go  for  a  little  walk,  will  you? 
She  will  understand  that  you  would  like  to  talk 
to  her,  since  I  have  told  you  how  much  she  has 
meant  to  me." 

"  I  '11  ask  her,"  replied  lister,  with  an  intona- 
tion  which  boded  ill  for  the  infant  phenomenon. 


CHAPTER  XXI 
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EV   ROUTB 

There  was  little  sleep  for  the  organist  of  The 
Holy  Saints  that  night.  Since  the  climnA  of  the 
scene  with  Belle  Annitage,  all  the  props  with 
which  he  had  still  supported  some  consciousness 
of  his  own  dignity  and  his  own  injuries  had  fallen 
away.  For  the  first  time  he  faced  the  situation 
from  his  wife's  view-point,  and  in  the  slow,  dark 
hours  her  image  grew  brighter  and  more  inacces- 
sible. Unfortunately,  so  he  considered,  the  same 
pure  sense  which  in  a  woman  of  Violet's  stamp 
holds  other  men  at  a  distance,  can  elude  a  hus- 
band as  well.  She  was  the  only  woman  in  the 
world  for  him.   He  knew  it  now  far  better  than 
on  the  day  he  sought  her  hand.    He  admitted 
miserably  that  always,  beneath  his   pride  and 
anger,  a  hunger  for  her  had  gnawed  from  the 
moment  that  he  discovered  his  deserted  home. 

As  he  lay  staring  into  the  invisible  dark,  Uie 
sea  mourned  every  mistake  and  weakness  of  his 
year,  accused  him  of  even  misleading  the  sea- 
soned society  girl  whose  flattering  bait  he  had 
swallowed  with  fatuous  vanity.    He  turned  from 
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H^.  n.u..mbm„c«  of  h.r  ™i.„d,  l.y„«,i«l  v„ic,. 
to  th.  cool,  «,™„e  me,„„,y  „,  gibyl  a.  ,l.e  .tood 
^^jr,  W  crowned   with   violeu  .„d  radUut- 

th.  l'  ';'?"'.  *'"'  """""^  ««rn«tneM  that 

the  day  would  brmg  hin.  that  .trange  giH  agaiu. 

While  the  wa  mourned  over  the  dUgurt  that 

Guy  Le.ter  took  no  pain,  to  conceal,  and  Z. 

ge.ted  that  .t.  rcHection  in  Violef.  averted  eyf. 

would  «,«,e  day  torture  him  i„  reality  *,  it  did 

"own.  imagination,  he  turne<l  detperately  to  the 

thought  of  Its  best  manifestation. 

H.S  knowledge  of  Belle  „.a,le  him  shrink  with 
the  tliought  that  an  indisposition  following  her 
excitement  and  mortification  might  retard  their 
pl.....  Not  even  for  the  «.ke  of  Sibyl's  help 
couW  he  remain  here  one  day  longer  unless  the 
Armitages  departure  was  instant. 

E|^„  the  rising  of  the  sun  could  not  infuse 
cheerfulness  into  the  dirge  the  waves  we«  sound- 

2y^'  """'  "^  ''"»*'  "'"'  J-^  '""'  -«■ 

Chamberlain  dragged  liim«,lf  wearily  out  of 
bed  and  jerked  a  blind  over  a  dagger  of  sunlight 
thrust  insolently  though  the  windows. 

Uter,  he  had  breakfast  served  in  his  apart. 
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ment.  The  wrvaiit  waa  surprised  hv  the  ferocity 
of  the  order  which  deterred  hiv  nioiiun  to  net  the 
ttthlf  out  on  the  gallery. 

Gloomily  (JliaiiiberUin  iiat  down  to  hii  coffee 
in  the  ihuded  room,  and  the  sounding  waves 
introduced  into  their  dirge  an  extra  plaint  re- 
garding  the  humiliation  of  thin  compuLwry 
solitude. 

"  This  is  the  last,"  he  thought  grimly.    «*  I  'd 

rather  ruhJcate  in  the  Hohoken  Tube  than  here." 

A  knock  at  the  door  interrupted  his  dismal 

meditation,  and  to  his  Hurprise,  Mr.  Amiitage 

walked  ni,  fully  dressed  even  to  his  cap. 

"Good-morning!"  exclaimed  Dick,  with  ex- 
aggerated cheerfulness,  intended  to  offset  his 
entombed  effect. 

''Great  heavens,  man  !  "  responded  his  visitor 
testdy;  "why  don't  you  open  your  blinds? 
You  're  not  ill,  I  hope." 

"  Yes.  Brute  of  a  headache  ;  but  it  'II  pass  off. 
What  does  this  early-bird  act  signify?  I  admit 
that  'we're  all  worms'  is  my  doctrine  this  morn- 
ing, but  how  did  you  happen  to  detect  it,  and 
make  such  an  u'itif  ng  attack?  " 

"  Oh,  don't  hay  a  word  !  You  were  away  yes- 
terday afternoon,  so  you  didn't  know  Belle  had 
an  dl-turn  that  I  thought  would  keep  us  here 

258 


Kn  HoHtc 

Hve  o .•lo.k  thii  morning.  She  •,  m„|,.  p.,||     ^^^ 
up  evpjthm,,  «„rt  «„t  ,  K,||.,„     „  J  '^ 
"..-.Re.  to  R«y„..r,  and  »,  ■„•  t«  t«l,e  ,1,,  r,M,H. 
"•k"  (r>p..e.,  bef„„  the  ,„„  i,  hi^,,,.    ,     i,,.       • 
".y  word  1  •„,  |„|f  ^,^,,,  ,„,,  ,  „  ^,,  J,„  l^l 

1 1     '  ^'"' *"  '""  y""  """  »"  **"  "I'out  t., 
•hake  you.    If  you  were  K„i„g,  „|,|  dmp,"  ,dde.l 

Mr.  Armita^e  regretfully,  hi,  han.l  falli„K  affec- 
t.o..«tey  on  the  other',  shoulder.  "I'd  «.„|,e  „„. 

T  i,„  t  o„  late  yet,  thank,  to  the  f«,.t  of  .„,,, 
having  d.»p„,ed  of  an  early  worm  too.  Belle 
■l>d  n  t  e.peet  you  M  be  awake,  but  ,he  wnt  her 
au  remnr. 

Chamberlain  «hook  his  head,  meanwhile  men- 
My  cumnjf  h.H  stars  to  think  that  he  wa«  tubbed 
and  .Iressed  and  entirely  fit  to  .see  the  to„ri«t«  off, 
instead  of  being  decorously  insensible  u,K>n  his 
pillow  as  Belle  had  evidently  planned. 

"  I  hnd  .t  's  easier  in  the  long  run,"  went  on 
Mr.  Armitage,  "  to  fall  i„  with  a  girl's  crazv 
notions,  ,f  they  're  only  occasional,  and  I  mus{ 
wy  for  Belle,  hers  are;  but  I  don't  like  leaving 
you.  It  8  such  nonsense,  to<,.  You  would  n't 
have  a  headache  if  it  was  n't  f<,r  that  foolish 
book  of  yours;  and  say,  Dickie,  nobody  knows 
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when  we  '11  come  back,  or  whether  you  '11  be 
here  if  we  do.  Belle  did  n't  want  me  to  come  in 
and  disturb  you  at  all ;  but  1  was  determined 
to  speak  to  you  before  I  left,  because  I  wanted 
to  tell  you,  my  dear  boy,"  the  older  man  took 
Chamberlain's  hand  with  a  strong  pressure,  which 
was  returned,  —  «  I  wanted  to  tell  you  that  I  'm 
deeply  sorry  for  this  —  misunderstandin^r  with 
your  wife  that  I  hear  about.  I  don't  know  her 
well,  but  if  she  's  worthy  of  a  reconciliation,  I 
hope  you  '11  both  see  happy  days  again." 

"Thank  you,  Mr.  Arniitage,"  returned  the 
other,  white  but  steady-eyed,  as  the  two  stood 
facing  each  other  in  the  shaded  room. 

The  sea  without  groaned  heavily  over  the 
situation,  in  the  pause  which  Dick  finally  broke: 

"My  wife  is  the  best  — the  sweetest— the 
purest  woman  that  ever  loved  a  fool,"  he  declared 
slowly. 

Mr.  Armitage  regarded  him  during  a  reflective 
moment. 

"Perhaps  you  remember,"  he  said  at  last, 
quizzically,  "  the  story  of  the  recently  bereaved 
widower  who,  when  the  minister  spoke  to  him  in 
hke  laudatory  terms  of  the  departed,  replied : 
'  Yes,  Jane  was  all  that  you  say,  but  —  I  did  n't 
like  her  ! '  " 
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C  umberlan,  shook  his  head  slightly,  and  the 
f^htl}  set  curve  „f  hi.  lips  did  Jt  JLT 

Mr.  Armitage  s  gaze  warmed  to  affection  as  he 
read  the  s.gus  of  his  friend's  face 

;"ufchf:fe:;:ht"«^""^""''*"''"«'"i^- 

de^ut'reS"  '"  ''  '  ""  '"'  """"  ^^  ''" 
"  Pooh !  Nonsense !  "  scoffed  the  other.  "  What 
.as  a  man  hke  you  to  do  with  '  ifs  '  ?  I  thought 
there  was  sou.ething  wrong  with  you  yesterday 
when  you  preferred  to  tramp  by  your^lfZ; 
than  help  me  .spoil  the  California  roads." 
did  nvT"  V'S  '^""'"^  Chamberlain.    "  I 
!1  you  ""^  '  "'"  '"'"^  "''  '''^'  »"  *-  »  ^Pi" 
"Oh,  don't  say  that.  We  may  "o  back  any 

at^^9tryt^':^tfrs:: 

ma„^r,pt.  Get  out,  boy.  Get  outdoors'and  find 

I    **'•  ^'•'"','»ge  looted  with  concern  at  the  pal- 
lor of  Chamberlain's  face  and  the  circles  about 

aus'wer.'  '"'"'  "''  "'*  *"  '"'  *"""'''"  «<"  '''« 
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"  Oh,  twaddle  !  There  's  too  much  cousultiug 
of  women's  wliims  at  the  present  day.  Go  after 
her  and  take  her  home,  willy-nilly.  She  has 
probahly  cried  her  nose  red  by  this  time  wishing 
you  would.  If  you  stay  here,  you  '11  get  side- 
tracked with  that  stringy-throated  stenographer 
of  yours.  I  know  if  I  tried  to  write  a  book  with 
her,  it  would  turn  into  a  sonnet.  It  's  my  opin- 
ion —  " 

"  Mr.  Armitage,"  interrupted  a  woman's  voice, 
speaking  outside  the  door,  "Miss  Armitage  is 
waiting." 

"  Bless  my  soul !  "  exclaimed  the  culprit.  "  She 
made  me  promise  not  to  stay  a  minute.  You  're 
coming  with  me,  of  course,  to  say  good-by  ?  " 

So  Chamberlain  followed  perforce  down  the 
stairs  and  through  the  quiet  hotel,  outdoors  to 
where  the  machine  waited. 

Belle  Armitage,  her  face  swathed  in  a  veil, 
was  sitting  in  the  tonneau,  her  foot  tapping  the 
floor  as  the  minutes  dragged,  while  she  wondered 
feverishly  what  might  be  passing  between  the 
two  men.  Her  heart  bounded  at  the  unexpected 
sight  of  Dick.  Through  her  chiffons  she  could 
perceive  that  his  night  had  not  been  better  than 
hers. 

"  Why,  Dickie ! "  she  drawled.  "  What  does 
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thi8  mean?   Did  father  drug  you  up  aud  dre«i 
you  ! 

Her  father  responded  testily  :  "  It  means  that 
the  next  time  you  d  better  take  him  with  you, 
instead  of  me.  If  a  ,„an  wants  to  breakfast  at 
sunrise,  let  him.  As  for  me,  you  've  ruined  my 
digestion  for  a  week.  How  about  you,  Raynor  ^ 
How  did  your  aunt  like  having  the  house  knocked 
up  in  the  small  hours  ?  " 

"  It  was  n't,  sir.  Miss  Armitage  sent  me  word 
last  evening." 

"  Well,  you  minx,  you  did  n't  tell  me  of  it '  " 
gruinbled  Mr.  Armitage,  climbing  to  his  place. 

"  No,  I  thought  you  might  not  sleep  as  well. 
Good-by,  Dickie.  Take  all  sorts  of  care  of  your- 

"  By  jiminy,  he  looks  as  if  he  needed  to  " 
thought  Claude. 

"  You  '11  have  a  great  time,"  said  Chamberlain, 
and  his  effort  at  heartiness  was  valiant.  "  Good 
lack  to  you,  and  pity  the  laboring  class." 

Mr.  Armitage  groaned.  "  You  could  n't  laugh 
a  little  for  us,  could  you?"  he  asked  dismally. 
^^  "  In  about  ten  hours,"  returned  Chamberlain, 
"you  turn  your  ear  in  this  direction.  My  mirth 
always  waxes  toward  evening." 

Claude  Raynor's  satisfaction  with  the  state  of 
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affttirH    eiimimted    from    \m   entire    person.    H© 
beamed  upon  Chaml»erlaiii  now. 

"  I  was  to  iwiy,  if  I  saw  you,  that  Sibyl  will 
come  over  after  dinner  instead  of  this  moru- 
ing/; 

Dick  regarded  his  ex-pupil  with  unconscious 
envy.  Was  he  ever  as  young  as  that?  Was  he 
ever  as  hapj)y  as  that?  There  was  enough  resem- 
blance to  his  sister  in  Claude's  face  to  suggest 
again  the  consoling  of  her  presence. 

With  spiteful  burst  of  sound  the  machine  got 
under  way.  The  modern  Phujbus,  elated  as  he 
who  drove  the  chariot  of  the  sun,  conducting  his 
earthy  freight  — the  vanity-sick  daughter,  the 
stomach-sick  father ;  and  a  heart-sick  man  stood 
and  watched  the  departure. 

The  big  red  machine  turned  slowly,  ani  then, 
moving  with  ever-increasing  8>.'iftnes8  until  it 
vanished  smoothly  from  sight,  seemed  a  burden 
that  was  being  lifted  and  moved  away  from  Cham- 
berlahi's  own  soul ;  and  he  stood  for  minutes,  pas- 
sive there,  to  realize  the  relief,  and  to  wonder 
that  the  mere  fact  of  its  vanishing  could  so  alter 
the  atmosphere  of  his  surroundings.  He  con- 
sciously enjoyed  strolling  leisurely  the  length  of 
the  piazza.  The  sea  suspended  its  pessimism,  and 
sparkling  in  the  sunlight,  began  to  suggest  with 
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a  dash  of  spirit  that  Sibyl's  advent  would  hrinir 
an  inspiration  to  work  ;  that  they  rould  have  the 
tab  e  out  on  the  jrallery  to-day,  and  that  no  dis- 
turbance  was  likely  to  occur. 

In  the  midst  of 'the  subtle  exorcisin<r  of  olino- 
inff  miseries  of  the  night  and  morning  v'.xm.^,, 
surprise  positive  in  its  nature.   Chamberlain  had 
traversed    the   lon^r    walk    and,    returning,   ap- 
proached  the  hotel  door,  when  out  of  it  came  Guv 
Uster  The  latter  nodded  in  friendly  fashion  c.uite 
as  if  the  past  six  months  had  been  only  a  dream. 
Good-morning,"  he  said ;  -  but  I  I.elieve  all 
the  mornings  are  as  good  as  this.   It 's  a  ffreat 
place.  ° 

Lester's  face  at  the  best  of  times  was  non- 
committal;  but  the  active  disgust  which  had 
animated  it  at  their  last  meeting  was  effaced. 
Chamberlain  regarded  him,  unsmiling.  A  strange 
resentment  filled  him.  ^ 

.u  "  J^']\'  "'"'"  ^^^"^  ^'^-  ^"^  ^  ^«'«ff  patted  on 
the  head  because  I  am  not  in  the  red  machine '>" 
he  thought,  and  making  a  brief  reply,  he  re- 
entered the  hotel. 

Lester,  his  hands  crossed  behind  him,  sauntered 
down  the  steps  to  the  path  and  walked  slowly 
toward  the  street.  He  had  been  impressed  by  his 
friend  s  haggard  appearance,  and  his  reflections 
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were  novel  ones  as  he  walked.  The  training;  of 
his  thought  during  Violot'H  engagement  and  mar- 
riage stood  him  in  good  stead  since  yesterday's 
awakening  from  the  lately  indulged  dreams.  He 
had  himself  well  in  hand.  His  walk  and  talk  with 
Sibyl  laot  evening  had  extended  long  and  far; 
and  from  an  attitude  of  superiority  and  resent- 
ment he  had  been  led  through  stages  of  incredu- 
lity, impatience,  and  final  interest. 

Violet  had  been  waiting  for  them  on  their 
return,  and  her  eyes,  as  they  met  his,  were  so 
eloquent  of  her  desire  to  see  that  Sibyl's  ideas 
had  influenced  him,  that  he  had  not  the  heart  to 
dampen  her  transcendental  hopes. 

Instead,  he  sat  down  with  the  two  and  talked 
with  them  for  hours  longer. 

Scarcely  ten  minutes  following  his  and  Sibyl's 
return  to  the  house.  Miss  Armitage's  note  had 
come  to  Claude,  summoning  him  to  an  early 
morning  start  next  day,  and  the  triumph  and 
faith  in  the  faces  of  the  two  women  revived  in 
his  memory  this  morning  as  he  stood  in  the 
hotel  office  and  witnessed  the  departure  of  the 
touring-car. 

"  I  wonder,"  he  thought,  a  quizzical  smile 
touching  the  corners  of  his  lips,  "what  Belle 
Armitage  would  say  if  she   were  told  that  it 
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*«»  the  irre,i.til,Ie  activity  „f  <;,„,.|  „,,j,,,  „„, 
kuiidlm^r  |„,r  out  „f  |{,,^,i„„  |,„,„.,, .. 

"A  pre«,„t-day  ,il,y|,"  !,„  ,.He,te.l  re„,i„i.. 
eentlya»  he  strolled.    "Talk  about  the  ..„„„„., 
of  one  8  convieti.  „! "  He  laughe.!  ut  «,„,«  n.e,„- 
ory.  Lenterwasa  lawyer,  though  „ot  i„  practice, 
and  he  shook  h>.  hca.l,  unuing  o„  the  logi..  of 
Sibyl  »  premises  and  conclusions.  "  There  is  one 
witne*<    who   can't    he   shaken,"   he    .ellected. 
"Poor  Violet!    What  chance  had  her  co.nn.on 
»e,.se  when  once  she  succuu,l.e,l  to  that  line  of 
reasoniug?" 
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Lkhtkr  was  aimiN«(l  at  his  i)wn  iiiterent   in  the 
new  ideas  presented  to  liiin.    "  It '»  tliis  place,  I 
believe,"  he  considered,  an  he  moved  slowly  alonjf 
the  bluff  watching  the  waterfowl  disport  in  and 
above  the  surf.    "If  that  very  interesting  girl 
had  brought  me  to  task  like  that  in  Boston,  I  'm 
sure  I  should  have  been  able  to  call  my  soul  my 
own  and  treat  her  indulgently.  There  is  some- 
thing  \    ry   delicate   and   delightful   about   her, 
even  though  she  is  a  bit  didactic.    I  can  see  —  I 
can  see,"  he  mused,  '♦  how  Violet,  revolting  from 
a  soiling  experience,  welcomed  eagerly  this  clean 
place  for  her  thought  to  dwell.    She  has  made 
a  better  thing  of  it  than  Dick,  anyway,  if  faces 
tell  tales." 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  same  day  he  left  the 
hotel  again  and  moved  in  the  direction  of  Mrs. 
Bostwick's  house.  At  (.ne  point  he  paused,  look- 
ing out  upon  the  rolling  sea,  and  his  meditations 
were  broken  in  upon  by  the  greeting  of  a  girl's 
voice. 

"  For  what  will  you  sell  those  thoughts  ?  "  it 
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Mked,  and  ti.rninK,  •>«  ««w  Sil.yl  a,„|  Mr,.  Bet- 
WL-k  ,«,«,„„  „„  the  „.„lk  |,e|,i,;,i  ,,j,„ 

I-ifting  hiH  hat    h„  ft,,,,„.«ch    I  ,vi,|,  ,,la,ritv 

him  «.th  »n...cu,t„m«l  i„,..„.„.  sh,.  ha.l  h.ar,,...! 
<.nly  th,.  „,„mi„^,  „,a,  ,,«  „a«  M,  (;„v  f.^^ 

1^^^  Well.     «.,d  U»,er.    ••  The  touring-car  ha. 

••  Ye,V"  rotnrne.1  the  cirl.  without  ,„r,,ri,e. 
Mr    (,han.berl«„,    ,,,e,l    the    (wrtinR    eue,t 
early  th.n.Bh  it  wa,,"  went  on  l^»ter 

.n.ile11!""  '"  *"'"'•"  "'"'""'  '^"'y'-  •'""*  "'«.V  •>""> 
Guy  hroke  the   nilen™    that    f„||„„,l.    •'  He 
/"o<W  hke  a  ..„ml,i„ati„n  „f  the  ,lay  after  and 
ft  fever  convalescent." 

"  ^"«'"  ««"'  •'  "  niurmured  the  ^irl 
Mrs.  Bostwick  had  been  present  during  a  part 
of  last  n.ght's  lengthy  interview,  an<l  Uster  kn 
there  were  no  secrets  from  her.  He  spoke  again  : 
The  unregenerate   would  infer   from   his   an- 
pearance  that  the  parting  was  a  severe  strain."^ 
Sibyl    laughed    happily.    « The    unregenerate 
would  be  mistaken,"  she        -    '        "- 


on 


to  her 


replied.    "  If  you 
your  way  to  see  Violet,  don't  talk  that 


are 

way 


269 


Tfn'  l.vnvni  nf  Law 


"  I  held  (Hit  a  flaj^  of  truce  to  the  umitlemnn," 
went  on  I^nter.  **  I  Nitid  Nomt^thin^  (iiNtinotly 
ajfrwahlo  to  him.  Hf  MtnrtHl,  wwA  imittirftl,  and 
h>ft  me.  Ill  the  lij^ht  of  all  I  leariicd  hint  nif^lit, 
I  Rhould  hazard  the  opitiioii  that  i^oodnettK  and 
truth  arc  not  a^reciii)^  with  him." 

Sihyl  lifted  her  iihouldi»n».  "  Krror  doen  n't  like 
Truth.  It  fipfhtH  it  m  lonj;  a.j  it  can  ;  hut  when 
the  victim  ^etn  uncomfortahle  enough,  he  Rtojm 
lei'dinjf  error  his  helief,  and  then  the  «ky  clears." 

"  You  are  on  your  way  now  to  help  him  with  — 
a  hook,  I  think  you  told  me?" 

"  YcH ;  a  hook  on  hoy-choir  training." 

I^Hter  nodded.  "  It  will  he  worth  while.  He 
knows  the  last  word  on  that  suhject." 

"Oh,  yet.   His  work  is  jfloHouH." 

"  He  is  a  jrood  deal  of  a  man,  after  all,"  said 
Lester.  "  It  has  hcen  his  miKfortune  to  he  pre- 
eminently decorative:  so  many  jroods  in  the  show- 
window  mentally  as  well  as  pliysically.  It  has  led 
to  a  lot  of  foolish  lies-) ;  hut  there  is  character 
there,  and  if  you  can  lea«l  him  into  his  right 
place  in  this  spiritual  game  of  chess  you  're  play- 
ing, he  will  he  —  " 

*'  Wait,  wait,"  interrupted  Sil.yl.  "  T  don't  like 
that.  I  tried  to  make  it  very  clear  to  you  last 
evening  that  Violet  and  I  hotli  know  it  would 
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Im.  wron«  to  .lir...t  on.  chthv  thought  toward' 
him     \„„  „,H|,.rHt«n,|  that,  f  hoiM.?" 

"  lou  wouldn't  hvmtoti/A  hi,.,   s      i- 
^omlr'  "^|»nuiiz©   till,,   f„r  |„^  ^^^^^ 

"N;»  on«  waM  evnr  hyp„oti..a  for  l.in  „w„ 
T"';  ,7^';";f  '^^Kvl.  -  in  o,,.,  matt..  I  uZ 
: 'rHt.|  ImVuI  tlHM.,.la  to  Mr.  (;iK»„UHa  „  T^^^^ 

<'..>'   I^'Htern  eyes  n^nted    rcHortiv.Iv   o„   tim 
«  "'akuiff  c«rrH.Ht,.PH«  „f  the  ^rirl'n  faro    •   f 

"le  a  j;ront  denl  riioro. 

Her  ffrave  lips  hrolc.  into  a  «niih..  -  n„t  not 
now,     she   returm-d.    -We're   f«r.r  h" 
selves."  ®   »'>r^'«'ttin^r  our- 

"  I  never  expecte<I  to  he  m  intereste.!  i„  Diek 
<>hamherlain  again,"  8;,id  F^^ster 

me  jr,ri,  as  they  move<l  away. 

Mrs.  Bostwiek  spoke  oracularly.   "The  wav 
tl-p  have  happened  to  us  out  Ire  is  aJZ 

"And  you  eount  meeting  Mr.  Lester  amonjr 

the  pleasant  ones,  don't  you  ?  "  ^ 

Aunt   Inrphe  sniffed.    "Well    it's  fl..   «    * 

'«""''»""•"«"<'  it  pretty  bard  to  UXe 
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that  we've  stood  and  talked  with  him  by  the 
side  o'  the  road  just    s  if  he  was  nobody." 

**  1  have  n't  given  you  much  chance  to  talk  to 
him,  have  1  ?  "  remarked  Sibyl. 

"  That  is  n't  any  matter.  He  kept  lookinjr  at 
me  real  pleasant  out  of  his  eyes.  1  'm  out  o' 
patience  to  think  I  did  n't  put  on  my  other  gloves. 
Who  'd  have  the  least  idea  of  a  man  like  him 
wandering  around  over  he.e  so  sort  o'  simple." 

"  Well,  T  rather  hope  he  won't  go  to  see  Violet 
this  afternoon.  You  won't  have  Mr.  Armitage  to 
talk  to  to-day.  Mr.  Lester  ought  to  come  with  us 
and  keep  you  company." 

"  Keep  me  company ! "  repeated  Mrs.  Bost- 
wick.  her  fingers  clutching  tighter  the  satin  bag. 
"  One  thing,  though,"  hopefully,  "  I  have  to  take 
oflF  my  gloves  to  knit,  and  I  've  got  clean  ruch- 
ing  in  my  sleeves,  if  he  should  happen  —  " 

When  they  reached  the  hotel  veranda.  Cham- 
berlain, throwing  down  a  newspaper,  came  for- 
ward to  meet  them. 

"  Mercy,  the  man  does  look  sick ! "  thought 
Aunt  Phoebe.  "  I  wonder  if  Mr.  Lester 's  right, 
and  it  is  that  creature  going  away  that  has  upset 
him  so." 

Sibyl's  bright,  quiet  greeting  was  just  as  Cham- 
berlain had  pictured  it.   Confidence  and  happi- 
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ness  were  incarnated  in  her  eye.  as  she  took  in 
the  signs  of  his  countenance  with  its  forced 
smile. 

"You  look  fit  for  work,"  he  remarked  envi- 
<  UHly.  ;'  don't  know  whether  my  thinking-ma- 
ehnie  will  run  or  not,  this  afternoon." 

"I'm  sure  it  will,"  she  answered.  "You 
imven  t  to  manufacture  your  material.  It  is  all 

Having  reached  the  upper  gallery,  Mrs.  Bost- 

ick  stood  rather  uncertainly  when   she  found 

t^  the  writing  was  to  proceed  to-day  in  the  open 

"  Where  would  you  like  to  have  me  8if>"  she 

asked.   "I  don;t  know  as  you  want  me  eaves! 
dropping    I  might  hike  a  notion  to  hring  out  a 
choii-book  ahead  o'  yours." 
^^  Chamberlain  gave  the  ghost  of  his  bright  smile. 
1  hope  you  know,  Mrs.  Bostwick,  how  much 
1^  appreciate  your  giving  time  to  aid  and  abet  my 

Aunt  Phoebe  sighed  unconsciously.  "Oh  well" 
she  returned  philosophically,  "  this  seems' to  be 
the  top  jackstraw  just  now." 

"The  — what?  "he  asked. 
Mrs.  Bostwick  pursed  her  lips.  "  Mr.  Cham- 
berlain, don  t  you  know  that  life  ain't  like  anv- 
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thing  so  much  as  it  is  like  a  game  o'  jackstraws? 
In  order  to  keep  u  good  conscience,  you  're  bound 
to  lift  oflF  the  top  one  carefully,  no  matter  how 
interesting  some  underneath  ones  look,  nor  how 
eager  you  are  to  get  at  'em.  It  takes  patience  to 
play  the  game  right  and  wait  to  get  down  to  'em 
in  the  regular  course.  Some  of  us  cast  covetous 
glances  for  a  matter  of  hours,  some  for  weeks, 
and  some  for  weary  years.  My  niece  there," 
added  the  speaker  dryly,  "  thinks  she  's  learned 
ways  o'  pushing  the  work  along  and  saving  worry 
and  weariness." 

Chamberlain  turned  toward  Sibyl,  who  had 
already  seated  herself  at  the  table. 

"  She  looks  it,"  he  replied.  "  Let  me  place  you 
down  here  by  the  rail,  Mrs.  Bostwick.  You  won't 
be  obliged  to  listen  to  me,  and  moreover  you  can 
see  farther  along  the  shore." 

Aunt  Ph(jebe  followed  obediently,  and  when 
she  was  comfortably  seated  beyond  earshot  of  the 
others  and  had  taken  out  her  knitting,  the  host 
returned  to  Sibyl  and  took  his  place  opposite  her 
at  the  table. 

A  silence  followed,  during  which  the  girl,  busy- 
ing herself  with  the  papers,  felt  his  eyes  upon  her 
face.  He  finally  realized  his  own  action,  for  a 
rosy  color  stole  over  her  cheeks. 
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I  am  8tari..R  at  you  brazenly,  Mi«.  R,yn„r 
for  your  aunt  s  words  have  set  n,e  to  spenulatins 
affam.  You  made  s.,me  suggestive  remarks  ye^ 
ter<lay,  ,mply.„g  ,|,at  yo„  f„,„„,  „  ^„^  „f  ^,„j  J^^_ 
t.on  ,n  l.fe.  A  happy  disposition  woul.l  accunt 
tor  hat,  I  suppose.  A  happy  disposition!"  Ho 
shook  h.s  head    "  That  was  one  of  my  assets  too! 

;::sii™;]..''"'"-^''''''''^»'''-'-dteu' 

"It»-ouldbeameantrick.  Strange  how  much 
dog-m-the-manger  spirit  there  is  in  most  of  us. 
You  and  I,  went  on  Chamberlain,  "sitting 
on  the  opposite  sides  of  this  table,  symbolize  thf 
absolutely  opposed  condition  of  our  mind,  this 
morning. 

"Not  opposed,"   returned  Sibyl.    "Say  con- 
trastmg.  How  can  we  say  opposed  when  we  both 

"  Upon  my  word,"  returned  Dick, "  it 's  mighty 
good  of  you  to  like  it.  Tell  me,  just  to  gratify 
an  innocent  cunosrty,  do  you  go  into  everything 
With  similar  zest?  ^ 

"  No,  indeed.    Lots  of  things  are  mostly  duty. 
Ihis  IS  mostly  pleasure."  ^ 

275 


r*), 


•V 


The  Lenven  of  Love 


•II 


*•  It  *8  like  luck  coining  my  way,"  said  Cham- 
berlain, shaking  Wu  head.  ''  I  'd  like  to  see  how 
you  look  when  you  're  moved  by  a  stom  sense  of 
duty." 

Sibyl  laughed  quietly. 

"  What  did  your  aunt  mean  by  saying  you  had 
some  labor-saving  invention  for  circumventing 
the  weariness  of  life.  Is  it  patented  ?  There  seem 
to  be  a  number  of  us  who  need  it." 

"It  is  n't  an  invention,"  replied  the  girl,  meet- 
ing his  eyes  fully.  "  It 's  a  discovery  ;  and  as  free 
as  GodV  '  ^ve." 

"Oh!  '  He  lifted  his  eyebrows  and  looked 
away.  "If  it  is  as  intangible,  I  shall  have  to 
make  shift  to  go  on  lifting  my  jackstraws  in 
the  same  old  fashion." 

Sibyl  said  nothing  and  took  up  her  tablet  and 
pencil. 

He  looked  back  at  her  serene  face.  "  She 's  the 
strangest  girl  I  ever  met,"  he  thought;  "  the  hap- 
piness in  her  eyes  is  as  invincible  as  it  is  unforced. 
I  wish  there  were  any  way  of  bringing  her  and 
Violet  together.  One  can't  resist  the  infection  of 
her  presence." 

"I  haven't  forgotten  what  you  said  yesterday 
about  the  .  ir-Master,"  he  remarked  aloud; 
"and  nov         in  your  reference  to  God  shows 
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we 'd  tell  them  how  to  choose 


-  "if  thi.  .ocky  head  of   ,  .e  vi     ^  ..r    7 "' 
to  admit  being  partieulurl,  d«        ^  „.i';7 

J.t  to  th!l  7"'  '™'-J*'""g  ''I'es  delight  in 
He  Mt  d  tl       "^!  '"t  »«'l'"'g'"yhand-" 

him  and  ■>t..Jt  ^'''  '"'"'  ""^t*  before 

Well  I'll  be  "-he  began  slowly  "Did  I 
^a  m.nuteago  luelc  was^oming  my  wly. 
M.SS  IVnor,  loot  at  that !  ,ny  han^d  hL  ZL 
right.     He  opened  and  closed  it  with  eoncen- 
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trateU   intereHt.  *^  I  did  n't   kiiuw  thut  was  the 
way  those  tilings  acted." 

Lifting  a  pleased  glance,  he  encountered 
Sihyl's. 

''That  is  the  way  all  discord  vanishes  when 
the  Choir-Master  leads,"  she  answered. 

He  stared  at  her,  astonished  by  her  words  and 
manner.  '*  You're  not  surprised,"  he  said. 

"  I  'ni  not ;  but  I  'm  very  glad." 

"  You  behave  as  if  you  knew  something  about 
this." 

"I  do." 

"  Miss  Raynor,"  a  quick  severity  sounded  in 
Chamberlain  s  voice,  ''  I  'm  not  superstitious  ;  I 
begin  to  suspect  that  you  are.  One  can't  help  hear- 
ing something  of  the  novel  isms  going  about." 

Sibyl's  face  lu  none  of  its  serenity  as  she 
answered :  "  You  said  yesterday  you  would  be 
very  glad  to  be  rid  of  that  trouble." 

"  I  am  ;  by  natural  means." 

"  That  is  all  thai;  has  beeii  used."  The  girl  re- 
garded the  haggard  face  compassionately.  ''  Mr. 
Chamberlain,  if  some  one  should  tell  you  that 
a  wrong  interpretation,  or  a  discordant  note,  or 
a  false  rhythm  noticeable  in  your  choir  was  im- 
possible for  you  to  rectify,  what  would  your 
answer  be?" 
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«ometliii,g  in  |,er  face  and  voice  ,w«..f      i      , 
'"  theniaii'8  beiinr  a.wl  e     y""*"  »w«^pt  a  chord 

prance  of  this  ,,,.,,;,,,  *;;  Z'..   "    'f  '"''" 

Dick  gazed.  He  was  ,„a„jjel/ „  J;;   ..,„ 

oil>yl  iiodded  seriously    "  Y„„,  f     i.      ,    . 
^y  Im,  to  see  his  „istaL  1,J  '■'  "'""'■ 

dwelling  in  1.:™/™;  .a,:^:  ^:t7  '■^"^  *"' 

see  and  are  wilU,,,;  /  "  °"'^  "''«"  "« 

Bible   says    -Ce!? />'""•";"•*  '"'«"'«'•    The 

c     oa^s        l^ejise    to    do    Pvil  '    K^* 

*  Learn  to  do  well  '  Tf  .  ^''''^   '^  ^3^« 

.ou  „e  undltL' .     jrLlT'Vl' 
need "  —    SJhvl  «„       i  scram.    You  don't 

^  Oibyl  paused  to  ir  ve  her  finol  .1 

spoken    words    weight  -^^tn.  ,*"       '^"^■ 

remain  there'"  ^  "    '^""^   "«*^^    to 

-an?h:tt^:i^f.^:j«'-f   "lunde. 

encroaching  occull  of   he  dTy    b:;'  ""'  ''*' 
word   if  v«»  1         It  -^ '  ""*  "Pon  my 

relief'      Ty  W     'f  "^"'r  u'"  ''°  «'">  ""« 
my  wrist,  1  am  no  end  oblio-ed  to  vn.,  " 

S.byl  clasped  her  hands  on  the  tuw'  anther 
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clear  gaze  met  the  conveiitionul  mask  of  cour- 
tesy behind  which  Chamberlain  had  retreated. 

'•  Do  you  believe  in  God  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Really,  Miss  Kaynor,  1  'n»  not  on  the  witness- 
stand." 

"  1  feel  very  sorry  for  you,"  she  said  simply. 
"  When  you  tell  me  that  you  want  help  for  the 
ct)ndition*8  which  are  troubling  you  far  more  than 
that  weeping  sinew  did,  I  '11  show  you  how  to 

find  it."  ,, 

Chamberlain  started.   "Who  has  told  you  — 
he  began,  his   society  manner   dropping   from 

him. 

"  You,  yourself,  both  yesterday  and  this  morn- 
ing. Your  life  Ix  a  jangle  of  discords.  You  have 
said  it,  and  that  was  unnecessary,  for  you  look 
it."  Sibyl's  eyes  smiled.  "  The  Choir-Masur  is 
ready  .  ^eu  you  are.  Supposing  your  case  was 
that  of  one  of  your  boys." 

"It's  not  parallel.  My  boys  are  subject  to 
control  —  to  discipline  —  to  fines." 

"And  aren't  you?  Haven't  you  been  disci- 
plined? Haven't  you  been  fined?  The  most 
recent  one  was  imposed  no  longer  ago  than  the 
watches  of  the  past  night,  if  one  may  guess.  But 
you  know  very  well  that  your  chief  success  with 
the  choir  comes  from  the  love  of  them,  and  their 

280 


immim^i!- 


)^ 


Th)'  Top  JnrkMfra ir 

\71 '::  y'»';,Thefine,,nd,h.Hi«ip|i„ed,.„„, 
rZt  H  TP°"""""  Rive,  ,o„  your  granH 
f""'"'.  "»"«"'  yo..  often  waited  for  a  |L"„ 
be  read,  to  receive  the  .„b«t.„tial  hel,    2ch 

r.;^':;':.*'"'*' '-S  for  yo„  now- 


^"^ 


1  -rXsrii  J 1 

t-*' ■ ' " 


'.f' 


.f  jtifiii; 


CHAPTER   XXIII 

THK   CIIUKK   OF   VOICKH 

Chambkrlain'h  miiin  8enMition,nH  he  liHttMied  to 
hJH  Mtenographer,  wuh  aNtoniHhnient,  —  astoiUMh- 
inent  that  mIio  .hIiouM  dare  knock  at  the  door  of 
hiH  Hkeleton  cloNet,  and  that  her  manner  of  (h)in^ 
8o  could  he  sufficiently  impersonal  to  rid  her  act 
of  indelicacy. 

He  cleared  hin  throat,  tempted  to  make  a  con- 
fidante of  her,  hut  shrinking  with  the  remnant 
of  his  pride. 

"  You  are  very  interesting,"  he  said,  after  the 
pause,  "  hut  the  afternoon  is  slipping  away,  and 
we  are  not  attending  to  the  top  jackstraw." 

She  made  a  little  deprecatory  movement.  "  You 
must  decide,"  she  answered,  smiling ;  "  but  the 
question  is,  what  in  the  top  jackstraw?" 

He  dropped  the  hands  that  had  taken  up  his 
notes  and  became  absorbed  in  regarding  the  girl 
for  a  thoughtful  moment. 

"I  wish  my  wife  knew  you,"  he  said. 

"Claude  told  me  about  your  wife,"  she  replied, 
—  "  your  bride  she  was,  when  he  saw  her." 

"  If   she  were  here  in  my  place,"   went  on 
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Clm„  U,rl«.„   "I  ,„ink  .h.  «.,u|.|  «..,„„„„ 
-«llync«l  ,.|e...-  ,|,.«.  tr,„,««„.|H.,a|  JaZ 
"""»  ''"  «"••"'  '"  »l-|«ial  to  »■„„,„„.••  """^ 

it  ™1  I    "\''" '"""'  "k''"^  •• "  «*"'"  «-  if 

.U..W  _  ,h.    u,«„.f„.tui „    ,„..,   ,,i,/  ,^ 

unuX'""!",.  "'""■''■'  ""  '"'"■'  "f-""  "-"'• 
There  ,.«,„,,  .,„„,„,.|  ,„,„^.^  ^,    __^    ^^^  ,. 

Ve. ,  I  u.>cl„„U«.l  u  lii.le  |„„  ,„  t„  „  ^., 

wUe ,  ,t  wil   be  UHual  to  uii.le.,t«nd  it." 

U..mberlai„    tapped  mh\y  «i,h  a  pei.t'll  „u 
the  table  and  le«„e.l  bark  l„  bi.  Hmir 
.     '  Vou  seemed  )e<,terday  very  ,„„ch  interested 
m  tins  embryo  book  of  „,i„e,"  |,„  ,.id. 

lam-cxtren.ely,"wasth,..,.ply. 

after  ml"  J'  ""'  ''''''"""°"'  '"  y""'  ■»'"<'  »!"« 
atteinoon.  I  suppose  you  are  elated  at  the  dis- 
appearance of  that  weeping,  sinew."  ' 
1  should  »uppo.se  you  were  the  one  to  be  the 
more  elated  about  that,"  replied  the  girl  then 
she  added'  "Mr  rk„~  i  i  •  "  '  ' 
mu<.h  tnr\  I  ;  *^'"»'''<"'a'".  you  meant  so 
much  to  Claude  for  a  long  ti„,e,  and  I  heard 

me  to  feel  toward  you  ,,„ite  a.  a  stranger. 
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It  tltHJn  ii't  r^Hjuirf  e«[HH:ial  itmight  to  |H;riwiv« 
that  you  ar«  iind«r  Home  mviitul  Htraiii.  It  in 
^uod  to  he  rid  of  tlie  weeiiiiig  Kinew,  but  there 
M  M>inethiuj(  weeping  within  you  that  i»  fur  more 
MeriouH.  If  you  wiHhed  to  tell  me  what  it  ii,  I 
feel  that  I  couhl  uhow  you  where  to  get  help. 
God'h  children  need  not  dwell  in  the  nhadow*  ; 
and  if  your  |>erplexity,  or  norrow,  or  fear,  were 
removed,  you  wouhl  he  in  hetter  Mlia|M'  to  write  a 
hook  ;  hut  if  you  <lo  not  feel  yet  that  it  would  he 
a  comfort  to  talk  of  thin,  you  will  find  that  I  can 
centre  my  thoughtn  with  you  at  once  on  *Tli  • 
Choice  of  Voices/  "  She  smiled  a»  she  paused. 

Chamberlain,  leaning  hack  in  his  chair,  re- 
garded her  wistful,  expresHive  face  out  of  the 
tops  of  his  eyes,  i\w  tips  of  his  fingers  together. 
"  Are  you  a  mind-reuder?"  he  asked. 
•♦  God  forbid  !  "  she  replied  devoutly.  "  Step 
intii  your  room  an  instant.  Look  in  the  mirror 
and  see  if  I  need  to  he." 

"So  1  wear  my  heart  on  my  sW'e,  then?" 
"  People  who  have  not  had  man^  experiences 
to  conceal  frequently  do,"  she  returned. 

He  smiled  slightly.  "  That  is  a  kind  putting 
of  it,"  he  said.  "Why,  may  I  ask,  do  you  feel  so 
sure  that  you  could  help  me  if  I  were  egotistical 
enough  to  make  you  listen  to  my  woeg?" 
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"««.,„«.,"  „„„„^  Sibyl.  ",h,„  i.  „.,  „„, 

1  <lii>r.mrn)fwl  nionient." 
•'  Hni,"  r.t.irn«l  her  e»mp«i,i„„.  ••  How  vour 

*';„  ^'""'""'""•-    l«   your  (!.„|  „  fj„„  i,|„ 
who  w„,.„,|  ,.„„  up  „  uinh  «„.|  lef,  vo„  ,o     „ 

ti,r  I  ''?r  "u'  '1;'"*'"  """■'■  «'•»'" "™. ".  tell 

•h-  truth  ;  but  I  p„t  up  ,„  „„,„„„j  ^,;^,  j;^' 

"  What   i.   it  you  ■„  after.    Mi™    Rav„„r  •' 

'»-outy.  I  don't  „nder.ta„,l  the  ear„e,t  kind 
ne«  of  your  interent  unle«»  ,„u  have  an  idi„«y„. 
m,y  for  «.v,„g  ^uk.  I  don't  m.an  the  leant 
■mpertinenoe,  an.l  I  prove  it  when  I  ,peak  to 
yon  of  th,  „„,p,,u.b,,...  ch„„.|,erl«in  C,  iZ 
•nchned  to  «n»teadi„e»  before  he  wen,  on.  "My 

lett  me.  That  is  my  sorrow." 
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The  Learnt  of  Lore 


Sibyl  waited,  her  hands  clasped  on  the  table 
before  hor,  but  he  did  not  go  on. 

"It  was  a  damaging  thing  for  you  in  your 
position,"  she  said,  "  even  if  it  was  not  a  great 
personal  loss." 

"  It  was  a  greLt  personal  loss,"  returned  Cham- 
berlain briefly. 

"  Then  if  so  to  you,  probably  it  is  an  equal 
loss  to  her." 

"  I  'm  afraid  not.  She  has  made  no  sign.  She 
asked  me  not  to  seek  her,  and  pride  nmde  me 
obey.    I  don't  know  where  she  is." 

He  managed  to  speak  in  an  even,  unemotional 
voice,  and  at  the  close  he  lifted  his  lowered  gaze 
and  met  the  sunshine  of  joy  and  confidence  in 
the  eyes  beaming  upon  him. 

"7t  is  entirely  a  matter  of  your  own  conscious- 
ness," Sibyl  said  reassuringly.  "  Only  know  that 
you  repent  your  share  of  whatever  mistakes  sepa- 
rated you,  know  that  false  pride  will  not  be 
allowed  to  speak  in  your  heart,  and  that  you 
long  for  your  reunion  for  her  sake,  —  for  what 
you  can  do  for  her,  —  and  then  know  that  God  is 
immanent  in  your  affairs :  strengthening  every 
good,  unselfish  thought,  working  steadily  to  the 
elimination  of  all  discord  and  the  reabzing  of 
harmony.   It  is  n't  music  when  your  boys  are 
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You  have  suffered  e„„„gl,  ^  l,e  willing  tl„ 't  a  i 
the  weeds  „    ,,„•.,«  „„,,   ,,,,,„,,„^.„^  ^  J^   " 

pulled  up  an,    cast  behind  you.   It  i.  the  hegin 
"■HR  of  B„„d  thniffs  Mr.  Cha„.herlai„.    Uelfeve 

lilt?* 

As  Diek  looked  curiously  into  her  sparkling 
eyes,  he  was  fain  to  believe  her.  It  did  nTt  s  em 
to  be  the  bght  of  fnnaticisu,  burning  there. 

.h»II '  °'.'  r"!"'    ''"  '"'''•  "  """  yo"  t'""''  that  I 
shall  get  back  my  wife?" 

"  I  mean  that  if  your  thought  is  right,  vou  '11 
get  what  ,s  best  for  y„.,  and  it  willtinrvo 

hegm  w,th  your  own  consciousness,  an,l  not  with 
what  you  thmk  somebody  else  ou-ht  to  do." 

Tlmt  8  reasonable,  if  one  is  going  i„   for 
metaphys,es  at  all.    The  fact  is.  Miss  Raynor 
you  ve  caught  me  down  on  hard  jmn.  I  •„  hum- 
ble  enough  to  try  anything." 

f^'^r'w^    "  "   R"-'-""'"  ■'■•"trument  to  work 

hrough    Mr^  Chamberlain.  Your  wife  is  goi,  . 

to  be  restored  to  you."  " 

"Listen  to  the  sibyl!"  |,e  returned,  with  an 

Helace  "'''  ''"'  ""'"  '*''""'''  "'"'  ^^ 
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Something  in  the  girl's  eyes  broke  down  the 
remnant  of  his  reserve. 

"  In  the  last  two  days,"  he  said, "  a  vital  change 
has  taken  place  in  my  thoughts  on  this  suiiject. 
It  was  a  crushing  change,  however,  for  it  left  no 
doubt  as  to  my  wishes,  and  paralyzed  my  hope  of 
fulfilling  them." 

"  That  is  because  you  thought  y  «u  had  to  work 
alone ;  when  the  Father  who  made  and  loves  you, 
an  omnipotent  Father,  who  is  only  waiting  for 
you  to  be  ready,  is  going  to  take  your  hand  and 
guide  you  to  your  right  place.  Does  that  sound 
to  you  like  a  bit  of  woman's  sentiment  ?  When 
you  have  proved  a  few  times  the  practical  effi- 
ciency of  right  thinking,  you  will  find  yourself 
led  out  into  a  large  place  where  everything  looks 
different.  Our  grandfathers  would  not  have  even 
listened  to  tales  of  wireless  telegraphy ;  and  now 
a  new  principle,  a  new  power,  more  transforming 
and  far-reaching  than  electricity  and  just  as  de- 
monstrably active,  has  been  discovered  by  a  few  ; 
but  the  many  still  waste  time  in  skepticism.  A 
bad  man  can  send  a  wireless  message  and  have 
it  received  correctly ;  but  it  is  only  the  honest, 
sincere,  and  unselfish  thought  that  is  in  harmony 
with  this  eternal  active  principle  and  can  receive 
and   pass   on   its   lasting   benefits.    If   I   seem 
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preachy-"  added  Sibyl,  in  a  different  voice, 
and  as  she  spoke,  her  companion  noticed  Guv 
Lester  step  out  upon  their  gallery. 

So  noticeable  a  cloud  passed  over  Chamber- 
ain  8  face  at  the  sight  that  the  girl  involuntarily 
turned  and  Lester,  catching  her  eye,  lifted  his 
hat  as  he  proceeded  across  the  gallery  and,  pans- 
lug  beside  M,  .  Bostwick,  seated  himself  on  the 
rail  near  her. 

"  You  know  Mr.  Lester?"  exclaimed  Dick,  in 
surprise. 

"Why  not?"  smiled  the  girl.    "From  your 
tone  I  should  judge  I  ought  not  to." 

"  VVe  have  no  cause  to  love  each  other,"  said 
t/hamberlain  briefly. 

"Oh,  what  a  mistake!"  returned  Sibyl   "Sup- 
pose there  were  a  pipe  through  which  you  were 
expecting  water  to  flow  to  you  -  water  that  you 
needed,  without  which  your  land  would  wither. 
It  the  pipe  were  stopped  with  some  obstruction, 
would  you  say  you  had  no  cause  to  clear  it  out  v 
Hate  coldness,  even  dishke,  are  obstructions  hold- 
ing back  just   so  much   the   blessing   pressing 
toward  you  from  the  fountain  of  all  Good.  It 
lias  to  trickle  around  such  rubbish,  and  can  dole 
out  only  a  starved  supply  instead  of  the  flood  that 
IS  your  heritage." 
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Chamberlain  felt  like  pinchiiijr  himself  to  inuke 
sure  he  was  not  dreaming  that  Guy  Lester  siit 
yonder  on  the  piazza  rail,  and  —  what  ?  Yes,  he 
was  about  to  hold  a  skein  of  wool  for  Aunt 
Ph(jebe ! 

"  Would  you  mind  telling  me,"  he  ejaculated, 
'*  how  long  you  have  known  Lester  ?  " 

The  girl's  color  rose  faintly.  "Why  is  it  so 
strange  that  we  know  him?  We're  all  good 
Yankees.  How  delightful  it  would  be  if  the  fact 
of  my  knowing  him  should  help  bring  you  two 
together !  " 

Sibyl  looked  so  pretty  in  her  earnestness 
and  embarrassment  as  Dick  studied  her  and 
the  situation,  that  he  received  an  inspiration. 
Perhaps  this  was  what  had  brought  Guy  out 
here. 

"  Have  you  ever,"  he  asked  aloud,  '•  exploited 
these  ideas  of  yours  to  Lester?  " 

"  Yes,  I  have  talked  to  him." 

Chamberlain  reflected.  If  Guy  were  indeed  cap- 
tivated by  this  unusual  girl,  he  was  no  longer 
moping  because  of  Violet.  Something  had  made 
a  vital  difference  between  his  manner  of  yestier- 
day  and  that  of  to-day.  Dick  had  supposed  it 
was  entirely  due  to  the  fact  that  the  Armitages 
had  not  borne  him  off  in  their  train.  Possibly 
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now  another  f„ct„r  had  i„fl..e„„d  hi,  ern.while 

herself,  as  the  th,>„^.ht  of  last  evening  „ith  Vio 
let  as  Its  central  fiRure  erowde.l  n,.„n  LZ^l 
«he  could  no    „„,.er  meet  ChalnberlainT  Z' 

ota^roTant^"'"''^-"'''"''-'-''-^" 
"  I  wonder,"  remarked  Dick  dryly  "  if  vnn  ,1,M 
not  persuade  hin,  to  pull  son,e 'o[' ,h     f  bbth 
i  Tto"  ^TJ'  ''  ""^''"^  <••"  "f  'hara    eri 

C.  :„d  to       :  ^f'''  :'"'"  ••«  •'""-  I  «"> 
it  were"'       ~      '''  ""'  "'  ^'""  «»"''«  '''"■'i, »» 

"tLtrroSr'^iTr'''''^''^''''''^'^ 

friendship  "  ^  ^''"'  "'  '''  ^"'"«"'''  "'  y""' 

n:d:rIo^^^!TTn''S"t'"l;-tS''' 

he_^id  in  a  lowtle^-^^he'^d  ,!::::. '^^^"-^^^ 
Told  me  what  ?  " 

"  That  we  were  not  friends." 
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"  Then  he  told  you  the  reaHon.  You  know 
when  you  came  here  this  afternoon  of  the  troiihle 
hetween  my  wife  and  me." 

Sibyl's  heart  beat  fast.  "  Yes,"  she  answered 
quietly. 

"  You  've  known  it  all  the  time ;  perhaps  Claude 
knew  it." 

"  No ;  nothing  of  it.  He  suspects  nothing  now. 
Why  should  you  be  excited,  Mr.  Chamberlain  ? 
Is  it  any  harm  for  me  to  share  the  knowledge 
possessed  by  all  Boston  ?  " 

Dick  nodded  thoughtfully.  "  A  nice  character 
Lester  has  given  me,  doubtless,"  he  said. 

"  I  did  not  learn  about  your  trouble  through 
Mr.  Lester.  He  has  not  breathed  a  word  against 
you,"  replied  the  girl,  her  clear  eyes  again  meet- 
ing her  vis-a-vis  with  calmness. 

Chamberlain  looked  into  the  lucid  depths  for 
a  long,  silent  minute.  ''  You  have  upset  all  the 
plans  I  had  for  working  this  afternoon,"  he  said 
at  last,  "  and  you  behave  almost  as  if  you  had 
some  definite  idea  of  what  a  man  in  my  position 
ought  to  do.  I  confess  frankly  that  for  the  first 
time  in  my  life  I  have  a  profound  desire  to  do 
something  and  don't  dare  to  do  it." 

"  Well,"  Sibyl  smiled.  "  You  know  what  it  is 
that  Shakespeare  says  makes  cowards  oi  us  all. 
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If  you  repeut  yuur  .hare  of  the  niUtakes  that 
»ep.r«ted  you  from  your  wife,  aud  feel  .hat  you 
l.oue,tly  ...tend  to  avoid  them  in  future,  your 
ver,hum..t,„dibethemea.„fhriu,H„«^.er 

"  How?  Not  by  my  sitting  here  in  Regina  Beaeh 
and  wntmg  a  book  „„  boy-choir  traiuL." 

The  g,rl  laughed  softly  by  reason  of  his  tone 
«.d  the  scornful  glance  he  turned  on  the  manu- 

"Perhap.,,"  she  returned,  becoming  serious 
agam.  "Who  can  tell?  The  chief  thL  is  to 
know  that  every  good  and  unselfish  impulse  you 
have  .n  the  matter  is  working  in  harmony  with 
Omnipotence  Get  all  the  rubbish  out  of  the 
channel  and  know  that  nothing  can  prevent  the 
manifestation  of  harmony  in  your  life  " 

Chamberlain  stirred  aud  looked  down.  "  The 
rubb«h  IS  out.  so  far  as  I  know,"  he  returned. 
I  have  but  one  wish  -  but  the  fear  of  meeting 
scorn  and  coldnm  is  what  deters  me  from  start- 
ing on  to-day  to  find  her.  I  'd  rather  prolong  the 
doubt  than  meet  that  certainty." 

Sibyl's  lips  drew  together  and  she  gave  a  con- 
fidential httle  nod.  "  You  are  on  the  highroad  to 
happine^,  Mr.  Chamberlain,"  she  declared.  "  You 
say  you  have  no  idea  where  your  wife  is  ?  " 
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''  Not  the  leuttt !  "  Then  us  the  girl'H  demure, 
gmiling  gaze  euutiuued,  he  excluimed :  ^'  What 
du  you  mean  !  Have  you  ? 

Sibyl  nodded  slowly. 

He  pushed  his  chair  back  from  the  table  and 
sprang  to  his  feet.  "Where  is  she?"  he  de- 
manded, and  his  pale  face  grew  dark  with  color. 

"  I  have  a  clue,  Mr.  Chamberlain.  Please  sit 
down." 

"  Tell  me.  Miss  Raynor.  I  '11  go  at  once.  After 
all  this  friendliness  on  your  part,  would  you 
detain  me?" 

"  Please  leave  it  to  me,"  said  the  girl,  while 
Lester  and  Aunt  Phuibe  looked  up  at  the  sound 
of  the  scraping  of  the  chair  on  the  boards  and 
the  heightened  voice.  Sibyl  continued  quietly, 
though  her  ovn  cheeks  were  brightly  rosy,  "  I 
can  find  out  more  in  an  afternoon  than  you  can 
in  a  week." 

"  You  are  in  communication  with  her?  "  The 
tall  man  towering  above  the  seated  girl  looked 
down  upon  her  with  eyes  that  burned. 

"  Yes.  Mr.  Chamberlain,  please  sit  down." 

Dick  obeyed.  In  fact,  a  sudden  unsteadiness 
of  his  entire  system  made  the  act  convenient. 
He  leaned  his  elbows  on  the  table,  and  very  pale, 
again  stared  at  the  girl  whose  self-possession 
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"  Let  m  K„.  Y„„  wi||  tel„^ra,,l,.  Tell  l,er  that 
I-I...W  ,lmll  y„u  word  if!  H„w  »i||  ,„„  ,„„|,„ 
her  willing  to  receive  me  ?  " 

"  Leave  it  to  rae.  I  promise  to  succeed." 
Kou  are  the  —  the  strainrest  I'irl    Ut  m.  „„ 
with  you,  at  lea«t."  ^        Let  me  go 

"Please  don't.  I  don't  need  anv  oue ;  but- 

but  |f  I  should,  I  would  ratl...r  have  Mr.  U.,ter  " 

Oh -you  would?"  replied  Dick,  regarjin- 

her  ^.leriug  eyes  and  changing  ..lor  curf  u^.^ 

D„i  t  g.«s,,,  don't  suspect,  don't  worry."  »he 
said.      God  IS  making  everything  come  right." 

How  long -when  shall  I  hear  from  you?  | 
W.I1  ™me  home  with  you  now  and  wait  for  your 

nol'n^"}  f"  ^''»"'''«''-"-   «ive  me  this  after- 

LT:   ]  """r  Tf  "•*"  '°"S«'-  I  P™»i»«  that 
before  ten  ocoek  to-night  you  shall  hear  from 

luLh     V      r'"'^'""'  '""''•    Y".. 've  waited 
mouths.    Be  patient  now  for  a  few  hours.    Give 

me^.vour   word    not    to  try   to  find  me   before 
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"  If  I  mutt/'  ri'tiinuMl  Diok,  iiftrr  ii  |»au.-*«. 
♦•Trust  mt'.  Why  HhmiUl  n't  you?" 
"  Why,  mdwd  !  "  «xt  luiincd  Chamherluiii,  in  u 
bunt  of  j^nititude.  "  When  un  angel  forsakes 
her  harp  long  enough  to  come  to  earth,  heal  a 
inan'H  game  wrist,  and  give  hiiu  courage  in  place 
of  despair  —  why  not  ?  " 


;>■'«, 


CHAPTEK  XXIV 


hIBYLlI   NOTK 

Aunt  PH(Er,«  wan  in  such  a  «tate  <.f  excitement 
over  the  prospect  of  telling  her  familiars  in  North 
Huddam  timt  Guy  Uster  had  held  a  skein  of 
wool  for  her,  and  so  devoutly  thankful  that  the 
Hean  ruchi,.«:  in  her  sleeves  made  the  exin^rience 
wholly  trunnphant,  that  she  had  been  hut  vairuelv 
moved  by  the  signs  of  disturbance  at  the  table. 

Guy  Lester,  however,  while  maintaining  his 
attitude  of  respectful  attention  to  Mrs.  Bust- 
wick  s  remarks,  kept  a  vigilant  watch  upon  their 
neighbors,  and  when  he  saw  Dick  stride  across 
the  gallery  and  Sibyl  coming  toward  them,  it 
^quired  heroic  self^ontrol  not  to  dump  Aunt 
Phoebe  s  cherished  wool  into  her  lap  as  he  rose 
to  his  feet. 

Mrs.  Boitwick  looked  up,  to  perceive  her  child 
approaching.   "  What  is  it,  Sibyl  ?  "  she  asked 
annoyed  by  the  interruption,  for  she  had  not 
hnished  describing  certain  sins  of  omission  on 

« w^'*    ""[  *^^   ^""^^^   "*^^^"»   school-board. 
What  s  the  matter?   Not  through  already,  I 
should  hope  ?  "  ^' 
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It  WON  uii  I^tHiUtr  that  titi'  happy  (*yei  ti«uiiie() 
as  Sibyl  madu  r«ply  :  **  All  lliruu}(h  for  ttmlay." 

♦•  Why  !  't  ain't  worth  while  foiiiiii}^  ovit  fur 
•uch  u  fuw  iniiiuteH,"  {^ruiiihli^d  Aunt  Phti*ho. 
"  Du  yuu  think  it  in,  Mr.  Lt>Htt>r?  Wt*  hud  n't  hut 
juMt  got  Hjit  down." 

Li'Mter  NUiilud.  "  SoniutimcH  it  in  ipiidity  inMtitud 
uf  quantity  thut  countM,  you  know,  Mrx.  HoMtwick. 
I  should  judjje  by  MisH  Kaynorn  face  —  " 

**  You  can't  judge  a  thing  by  MihM  liaynor'it 
fac«  —  ever.  She 'm  like  that  old  emperor  thut 
fiddled  when  Koiue  was  hurning." 

[jetiter  laughed.  ''  Sntiles,  and  Nuiiles,  and  in  a 
villain  still,  eh  ?    Who  would  think  it  ?" 

Sibyl  looked  down  at  the  gloves  she  was  pull- 
ing up  over  her  arms.  She  made  a  rare  picttue 
us  she  stood  thus,  her  lips  touched  with  the 
sweetness  of  her  knowledge,  and  Guy  Lester 
appreciated  this  to  the  full. 

''  It  sounded  a  minute  ago,"  said  Mrs.  Bost- 
wick, ''as  if  Mr.  Chamberlain  was  finding  book' 
writing  some  exciting.  What  happened,  anyway  ? 
Was  he  taking  you  for  a  choir-boy  that  did  n't 
suit  him  ?  It  looks  as  if  he  'd  gone  off  now  to 
sulk.  I  tell  you,  Sibyl," —  Mrs.  Bostwick's  reluc- 
t'lnce  to  abandon  the  school-board  had  by  this 
time  given  way  to  a  realization  of  the  present 
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nrriiinnUiKH'fi, — "I  tell  vmi  ri.rl.*  .  *l  * 
that  man  h  .liH,n,»«,,|  y„„.  j...  ^^..-^  ^^^^  j^.^^.^ 
«««!».    Uo  )'oii  uiul».rHe«inl  ?  " 

•'  VoH  •„,  "  r..i„„u.,|  the  ffirl  demurely,  and  hnr 
l^yen  HaHluKi  a  lat,«:l,inggl«u,«  ^t  UHtJr.    ••  Now 

♦•  Not  till   I  'v«  fininhe,!  t|,i,  ,,,,.;.. 

"  y*":./-^ /'♦  «:«  riKHit  now,  Aunt  Pl„..|,e,"  .K^r- 
.« H  S.l.y|  ..fHv.  M  won't  hurt  th.  wool. 
^  .She  «I,|,,hmI  the  .Iccin  fr,„„  r.r,tor'«  fin- 
jf^^n*  «n.I  knotted  it  deftly  while-  Mrs.  BoHtwick 
lookiHl  on  in  protest. 

';  What  M  the  nmrt.r,  Sil.yP.>"  «|„  ,,,,,,.,,  ,,^^;. 
ously   and  Hhe  grazed  alon^.  the  gallery  toward 
thamberlain.     "  A  n't    wp   irnincr   ♦« 
good-hytohimy"  ^'"^   '°'^'"    "^ 

The  girl  Hhook  her  head,  and  Guy  Foster,  with 
one  Klauce  toward  the  immobile  figure  of  his 
friend,  followed  her  into  the  hotel  and  down  the 
stairs.  When  the  three  had  arrived  in  the  office, 
8.hyl  t..rned  to  Lester  and  held  out  her  hand. 

Kverytlnng  we  coul.i  vish  for  them  is  about 
to  occur,  she  said.  "  Please  stay  here  now,  but 
oome  to  us  at  eight  o'clock.    I  will  tell  you  more 
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Lester's  non-committal  eyes  were  for  once 
alight  with  interest.  "  I  was  intending  to  walk 
home  with  you,"  he  said. 

"  Yes,  thank  you  ;  but  please  don't.  Good-hy 
until  eight  o'clock." 

"  Perhaps  you  '11  kindly  explain,"  said  Mrs. 
Boatwick,  as  soon  as  they  were  walking  away 
from  the  hotel. 

"  Yes,  dear.  I  've  only  been  waiting  for  a 
chance." 

Mrs.  Bostwick  listened  to  the  girl  for  a  few 
minutes  with  rapt  attention. 

"  Looks  promisin',  don't  it  ? ''  she  remarked  at 
last.  Then  her  thoughts  taking  a  rapid  and  prac- 
tical turn  :  "  He  can't  ever  live  in  that  front  room 
of  ours,  Sibyl.  He  'd  bump  the  gas  fixture  with 
his  head  and  the  walls  with  his  shoulders." 

The  girl  smiled.  "  A  bridal  couple  would  be 
rather  conspicuous  in  our  house,  too,"  she  re- 
turned. 

On  that  afternoon,  before  going  to  the  hotel 
and  holding  wool  for  Mrs.  Bostwick,  Guy  Lester 
had  attempted  to  visit  Violet ;  but  upon  calling 
at  the  house,  he  had  been  told  that  she  was 
out. 

Knowing  that  the  Armitages  had  left  the  beach 
and  that  Dick  would  be  busy  with  his  work,  Vio- 
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let  had  ffone  to  the  shore  -v..;,  ;..r  books;  a.ui 
when  S.byl  reached  hom,  s(,  n,u,h  ...rlier  than 
had  been  expected,  she  .  ,-.  ,.|,s,.,pj,,i  .ted  to  find 
no  sign  of  lier  friend. 

"  It  is  right,"  she  reHt.cte<i,  meeting  her  own 
impatient  thought.  -  God  is  taking  care  <,f  it. 
lerhaps  Mr.  Chan.berlair.  will  go  to  walk  an<l 
tliey  wdl  meet  somewliere,  and  1  need  not  plan 
for  them.  * 

She  picked  up  some  sewing,  went  out  on  the 
porch,  and  tried  to  take  her  th<,ught  olF  the  pair 
who  had  occupied  her  so  long. 

Mrs.  Bostwick,  whose  ment^il  processes  were 
"ever  swift,  was  waking  up  more  and  more  to 
the  situation  She  was  endeavoring  to  do  a  piece 
of  work  which  kept  her  in  the  house ;  but  bein.r 
periodically  carried  away  by  sc.mc  fresh  conside,^ 
ation  she  swooped  out  upon  Sibyl  from  time  to 
time  o  relieve  her  mind.  On  one  occasion  Mrs. 
Quayle-Smith  was  the  subject  of  her  thoughts. 

"I  tell  you,  Sibyl,"  she  said,  -it's  going  to 
be  a  tremendous  relief  to  that  high-headed  mother 
o  Violet  s  to  have  this  thing  turn  out  right.  She's 
just  standing  there  in  The  Holy  Saints  like  Sam- 
son, holding  up  the  pillars  o'  the  temple  on  her 
own  shoulders  ;  and  she  don't  know  what  minute 
It  s  coming  down  around  her  ears.  I  'd  be  will- 
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ing  to  bet  without  knowing  that  when  the  strain 's 
off  her,  slie  '11  go  to  bod  for  a  month." 

Sibyl  laughed  quietly  over  her  hemstitching. 
"  What  a  prophecy  !  "  she  exclaimed.  "  I  think 
she's  made  of  too  stern  stuff;  and  anyway, 
why  should  n't  people  thrive  on  happiness?  "  but 
echo  answered,  for  Mrs.  Bostwick,  likp  a  huge 
pendulum,  had  already  swung  back  into  the 
house. 

It  was  nearly  five  o'clock  when  Sibyl  at  last 
saw  her  friend  coming  up  the  path  from  the  sea. 
She  waited  a  moment,  her  hands  resting  on  her 
dropped  work,  and  smiled  musingly.  So  husband 
and  wife  had  not  met.  The  girl  rose  and  moved 
out  to  the  street.  The  slender,  graceful  woman 
with  the  uncovered  head  saw  her,  and  waved  her 
hand. 

The  musing  smile  remained  on  Sibyl's  lips  as 
she  walked.  What  changes  had  come  since  first 
she  was  charmed  by  that  other  girl  —  so  attrac- 
tive, from  the  black  coronet  of  her  soft  hair  and 
the  Irish  blue  of  her  eyes,  to  her  dainty  little 
feet! 

As  Violet  advanced  now,  those  feet  that  once 
lagged  so  sadly  sprang  to  meet  Sibyl,  and  the 
once  cold  and  unexpectant  gaze  flashed  with 
warmth. 
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"  '  Beauty  lies  in  many  oyc, 

Bui  loT«  in  youra,  my  Nora  Creina  I '  " 

thought  Sibyl  happily. 

Violet  embraced  her,  hunger  i„  her  glance. 
And  what  to-day  ?  "  she  asked.  "  I  should  have 

'ITlfu""^  '*""""'•  ^  ^'^  "«*  ^'^P^^t-  What  is 
It !   Why  do  you  look  so  ?  " 

"  We  're  going  to  lose  you,"  returned  Sibyl. 
1  m  trynig  to  look  sad." 
"How?  Why?" 

"Because  Aunt  Pha-be  says,  and  very  truly, 
that  h.s  head  would   bump  the  gas  fixture  h 
your  room." 

Violet's  eyes  glowed,  then  suffused.  "  I  Ve 
been  trying  to  be  so  good  this  afternoon  ;  so 
patient,  she  said.  "  Is  Dick  at  the  house?  Tell 
me!  Don  t  I  need  to  be  good  any  longer^" 

Sibyl  laughed  merrily.  "  I  think  you  'd  better 
-just  the  same.  Dick  is  n't  there.  He  doesn't 
even  know  that  you  are ;  but  I  've  broken  it  to 
him  that  I  can  reach  you,  and  he  is  waiting  at 
the  hotel  m  a  state  of  mind  which  certainly 
deserves  some  reward." 

Violet  began  to  tremble,  and  her  face,  which 
had  paled,  flushed  again. 

"I  must  send  for  him,"  she  faltered.    "No 
no,  I  can't!  "  wildly.   «  The  house  is  too  small! 
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There  are  too  many  people.  They  would  wonder 
so.  There  are  too  many  people  everywhere  !  " 

"I  know.  I've  been  thinking:  it  over.  There 
is  only  one  spot  in  Regina  Beach  that  is  sure  to 
be  deserted  at  a  given  hour." 

"  What  spot  ?  What  given  hour?  " 
"Come    home,"   said   Sibyl,  "and    pack.     It 
wdl  give  you  something  to  do  until  the  given 
time."  ^ 

"  When  is  it  —  wonderful  girl  ?  " 
"  To-n:^'ht  —  say  about  nine  o'clock." 
"To-night?"    Violet  bit  her  lip  to  steady  it 
"Oh,  what  did  he  say!   Tell  me  everything  — 
every  word.  Are  you  sure  he  wants  me  ?  " 

Sibyl  lifted  her  shoulders.  "  He  almost  con- 
vinced me;  and  I  think  he  will  you,  entirely. 
Men  are  such  flatterers." 

"To  think  that  you  can  tease  me !  "  said  Vio- 
let, laughing  and  crying  as  they  moved  along 
together.  "To  think  that  we  are  as  happy  as 
that ! " 

''  His  wrist  is  healed,  too,"  said  Sibyl.  "  The 
swiftness  of  the  work  seems  to  indicate  the  let- 
ting go  of  some  stubborn  thought." 

"  Was  he  happy  about  it  ?  Was  he  surprised  ?  " 

"  Very  much  surprised ;  but  he  is  absorbed  in 

one  idea  now.  Isn't  it  beautiful  that  you  know 
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your  responsibility,  and  hereafter  will  be  able  to 
protect  him  and  ^-ourself  ?  " 

breatl'^Tb"  [7"';^'^'''^^'  '  '^'^^  ''n  her 
b  eat  K  Ihank  Go<l  ho  will  j^et  a  wiser  woman 
than  the  one  who  married  him." 

A  couple  of  hours  later,  while  Chamherhin 

was  sittinir  at  t^lllo  ;».  tu      v  •       ^'""""tiiain 

"life  at  caoie  in  the  duunff-room   a  hpIU 

of  :hf,;„  Jr:i:r„t,:v.''M  uf-'-' 

thinfT  iMterestinff  to  tell  you." 

He  ate  no  more,  but  rested  l,is  elbows  on  the 

sister   had    good    news    f„r   him.    His   excited 

hough    b,u.ed  with  queries.    How  and  wh  re 

could  she  have  met  Violet/   How  well  did  st 

VV     I.   ^     ''^'■■""-   ^'"^  '""''  ''"ve  softened 
Would  she  actually  allow  him  to  come  to  her'' 

Ihe  earnestness  and   sweetness   with   which 

Raynors  sister  had   interested  herself  in   the 

matter  recurred  to  him  with  wonder  and  gratt 

ude.   He  read  the  note  again.   Sibyl  wouldTot 

..avew^ttensounless  she  had  the  Loft": 

tho?it''.'rf  '"t"^  """"«''   *■«  ^^i""  "»  I'e 
thought  that  perhaps  even  to-morrow  he  should 
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see  Violet.  He  closed  his  eye«.  He  liad  in  the 
past  excused  many  an  uncalculatinjj^  and  irre- 
sponsible act  on  the  «rround  that  he  was  tempera- 
mental. So  was  Violet  temperamental.  He  had 
adored  her  for  if ;  but  she  would  have  been  for 
that  very  reason  better  off  in  the  care  of  a  level- 
headed, unimapn.itive,  well-balanced  fellow  like 
Lester.  Ih  clenched  his  hands  at  the  thought. 

"One  mure  chance,  Violet!  "  he  breathed. 
"  Give  me  one  more." 

In  fancy  he  saw  the  train  of  blessings  that 
would  follow  in  the  track  of  a  reconciliation  with 
his  wife.  Sibyl's  declarations  came  back  to  him  ; 
and  spontaneously  his  heart  lifted  in  an  unspoken 
prayer  to  the  great  Choir-Master. 

He  looked  at  his  watch.  It  was  now  eight 
o'clock.  An  hour  to  be  lived  throu«»h.  He  spran<r 
up  from  the  table,  went  out  of  doors,  and  run- 
ning down  the  steps  in  the  light  of  a  brightening 
moon,  started  for  the  long  pier  which  ran  far  out 
into  the  sea. 

At  a  quarter  to  nine  Sibyl  Raynor  and  Guy 
Lester  were  sitting  together  in  a  corner  of  the 
hotel  reading-room. 

"  Every  thing  worked  beautifully,  did  n't  it?" 
said  the  girl.   "I  'm  so  glad  he  was  n't  in  sight." 
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I  had  no  foar  of  it,"  retiirnul  Lester.  «  I  'm 
a  male  human  anin.ul  myself;  and  the  species 
does  n  t  sit  around  u  hotel  oftice  when  it  is  in 
suspense." 

He  reprded  his  con;,,ani„n  with  an  uusmilincr 
satisfaction.  She  was  sparklin^r  with  happy  ex" 
e.tement  and  as  usual,  to  his  curious  admiration, 
absolutely  unconscious  of  herself. 

"  Mrs.  Bostwick  told   me  to-night,"  he  said, 
tluit  your  stay  here  is  liable  to  terminate  soon." 
Yes.  bhe  received  a  letter  from  Mrs.  McDon- 
ald to-day,  saying  that  she  would  arrive  almost 
nnmediately.    Aunt  Phc^be  is  nearly  as  happy  as 
Violet.     .Sibyl's  t' oughts  sped  lack  to  the  C|,am- 
berlains.  "  I  don't  see  how  they  're  going  to  man- 
age,   she  said,  "  unless  they  leave  Regina  Beach 
at  once    He  can't  come  to  us  where  everybody 
knows  Violet  as   Mrs.  Smith,  and  it  would  be 
embarrassing  for  her  to  stay  here  where  she  so 
lately  registered  under  that  name." 

Lester  laughed  quietly  at  the  puzzled  pucker 
in  the  girl's  forehead.  '^Love  will  probably  find 
a  way,"  he  replied. 

Sibyl  laughed  too.  "  I  suppose,  considering 
that  they  have  been  married  a  year,  I  don't  need 
to  take  care  of  them." 

"  Not  after  the  next  few  minutes,"  returned 

307 


> 


The  Lenrm  of  Lore 


U'Hter.  "By  the  way,  the  witchin^r  |,„„r  a|>- 
inoaches."  He  looked  at  his  watch.  "  I  'd  better 
evaporate.  Aitren/w.  I'll  return  when  the  eoaHt 
is  clear." 

H-;  had  been  ^'one  but  a  couple  of  minutes 
when  Dick  Chamberlain,  nearly  as  white  an  Iuh 
clothes,  entered  the  room  and  looked  about  with 
nervous  (juickness.  Catching  sijrht  of  Sibyl,  who 
nodded  to  him  from  the  corner  where  she  was 
sitting,  he  strode  across  and  seated  himself  be- 
side her  on  the  tr'te-a-tcte. 

"Miss  Raynor,"  he  began  softly,  but  with  in- 
tense excitement,  "  is  my  wife  in  Hegina  Beach?" 

"  Yes,"  returned  the  girl. 

"Something  came  to  me  not  ten  minutes  ago: 
what  you  said  about  a  woman  in  retreat  at  your 
house.   Is  it  Violet  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"How  long  has  she  been  here?  How  long 
have  you  known  her?  What  message  has  she 
sent  me?" 

"  She  wishes  to  see  you." 

Chamberlain  sprang  up.  "  I  'm  ready,"  he  said 
briefly. 

"  But  she  is  n't  there  now."  Sibyl  rose  too, 
for  his  upthrown  head  towered  too  far  above  her 
for  their  hushed  speaking.  "  Our  house  swarms 
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wifl.   ,,..„,,|.,.  „.|,„  „||   fc„„^.  ,,  „,   ,,,^__  ^.^,^ 
l<la.k  Iiair  and  l.l,,,  ey„s  „„  ,\,,,  _^,„jj||  ,.  -f 

C  m,„l,er|ai„  «,t  hi,  ,e,,|,.  ,.,„,  .^j,    , 
hI..>  hurt  lun.     She  ..ol^l.  t.,.,,  ,l,at  curio,.,  ..„. 
beKan    o  .«.k  then,.  "(■„,„.  away  fr,„„  |,„;  " 

.he  a.Me,l.  They  „.„ved  ™t  intu^he  ..o,^^^^ 
Your  ,v,fe  «.a,t,  .„  »o„  .v.,,,%,,,  ,,,ij,  ,, 
ami  I  II  show  jou  where  »hf  is." 

On,„  more  Violet  Chau.herlaiu  moved  a„,i,l 

the   u„h  of  „„H,t  iu  tho  de«,r.ed  ,.ati,.  of  the 
Bfeat  ho  el,  A  moekiughird  still  ha„,„e.l  the  „ah„ 
tree,  au,  t..„,j,H,t  he  was  wel.-o„,i.s  the  ,i  very 
moouhKht  jv,,h  lo„,,,  |iq,.ia  ,,;„,.    -f,,^  ^ 
fell  with  a  hilhnjr  rhythm. 

Violet  pressed  her  hauds  against  her  ha,,,,y 
heart   for  each  m.m.te  hrouffht  h.T  lover  nearer! 

She  lifted  her  eyes  to  tl.e  starry  sky  and  the 

remote  win. low  which  had  known L Antral: 
waking  nights. 

'"A  new  heaven  and  a  new  earth,'  "  she  mur- 
mured slowly;  and  then  she  saw  a  tall  (igure 
eonie  from  the  door  of  the  hotel  out  upon  the 
gallery.  He  ran  down  the  steps,  stood  still  for  a 
moment  and  his  searching  eyes  caught  the  white- 
ness  of  her  gown. 
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They  Hp«<l  tovard  each  other. 

"  Violet !  Sweetheart !  "  murmured  the  man. 

"  Oh,  Dick,  Dick  !  "  wuh  all  Hhe  could  reply. 

Each  had  plaiuied  many  thinj^s*  to  nav,  but 
famished  an  they  were,  that  close-locked  embrace 
filled  each  heart  too  full  for  wordn.  The  fountain 
wept  for  joy  and  the  bird  winjf  praisi-n.  The  moon 
shone  down  upon  the  roses  and  all  the  languorous 
beauty  of  the  southern  night. 

"  We  've  lost  a  little  time,  Violet,"  said  Dick, 
pressing  the  silky  head  back  against  his  white 
sleeve  and  looking  into  her  eyes.  "  It  was  my 
fault.  We  shall  never  Vse  another  minute,  my 
love." 

"  We  've  awakened  from  a  dream,"  she  an- 
swered. "  It  was  never  anything  else.  We  loved 
each  other  all  the  time." 

"  *  All  the  time,'  "  he  echoed  ;  "  and  now  it  is 
for  eternity." 

"  Yes,"  she  sighed,  returning  her  cheek  to  its 
resting-place.  "  Dick,  I  want  never  to  take  my 
head  off  your  shoulder." 

He  winked  back  a  tear  and  held  her  closer  as 
he  gave  a  soft,  broken  laugh.  "  Eternity  is  a  long 
time,"  he  answered.  "  You  may  get  tired  of  it.  I 
never  shall." 


CHAPTKR  XXV 

BKKOKK    TIIK    luWX 

The  great  My  |,a,|   „,.t^     ,     , . 
under  an   u„wo„,e.l  cloud  of  depres-.r    S  "^ 
-l-nk  fro.„  the  ordeal  of  another  rr'^'''' 

t«acc::r;vr.T;:Hit';'.'^'^r"°"«'' 

i.fr„:«  •    *  11         '  '•eHect.'d  tlisnm   y.  "The 

strain  ig  tellincr  on  me    I  nnn'^    ♦        .  l 

rrdoir'''^''-^-^"'-^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
withal  fretfn,:ri;;'^;a;!;'re:\:j^T^^^^^ 

me  a  ™.r„,r       know  I  ,„„C  ,  fH,H.t,'.  ''""' 

luaaame,    she  returned  soothindv  •  "  hi.f  .f  \f 
dame  would    permit    th^   liff        i  ' .  ^^'*" 

forehPflr?         Jf   1  '"'**  plasters  on   the 

Mrs  Quayle-Smith  gazed  in  the  mirror  and  ex 
auuned  the  vertical  hnes  between  heroes   1^, 
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wuiiUvr  I  frnwii  at  nijflit!"  hIu«  rfplifd.  ♦•Wli«n 
one  ii  ohli^ml  to  Hiiiirk  all  day,  uiid  imturttlty 
NtrikeH  an  avi>raf;i*." 

**  Hut  if  Ma<Iuiiitt  would  |>**riiitt  —  " 

"  Very  well,"  iiiterruptetl  tlit*  lady  wearily,  rant- 
\n^  from  her  the  untlatteriii^  ^laMH ;  *'  to-iiiglit 
you  nhall  phiHter  me.  What  are  the  pustmarkB  of 
thoHe  letterH  ?  " 

The  maid  looked.  "  There  is  one  from  New 
York,  Madame,  and  one  fnun  Hegina  Beach,  and 
out'  from  LoM  Angeles." 

MrH.  Quayle-Smith  groaned.  She  was  aware 
that  her  maid  knew  Iwr  to  he  under  a  mental 
strain  ;  hut  Hhe  fondly  believed  that  the  girl  did 
not  suspeet  its  nature.  *'  Well,  give  then»  to  me," 
she  said,  "and  take  the  tray.  I  will  ring  when  I 
need  you." 

She  seized  the  I^)«  Angeles  letter  first.  It  was 
not  in  her  daughter's  handwriting  and  she 
dropped  it,  thinking  she  must  have  taken  up 
the  wrong  envelope ;  but  one  by  one  she  threw 
the  others  from  her.  Dick's  brief  bulletin  could 
wait;  and  finding  the  Los  Angeles  postmark 
again,  she  opened  the  letter. 

Glancing  at  the  signature,  she  saw  the  name 
of  a  prominent  member  of  her  church  whom  she 
knew  to  be  traveling  in  the  West. 
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My  i.kam  Mk«.  Qiayik-Smitm  [it  rfad],  — I 
tliou,(lit  I  iiiuHt  write  yc.u  Imaum  w..  l,a,|  niich  a 
pleuHunt  j(lii„|,He  of  Mr.  Clittiiibfrlain  a  nhort  titi.o 
•irice.   It  waM  a  ^©at  Miiriuiii«  t..  «.«  him  <'oiii« 
into  the  hoU'l  ditiinj^ro.1111.    What  a  dolightful 
tmi..  he  will  have  with  the  ArinitajreH  at  IWi,.u 
Heach  !  Naturally  he  .li<l  n't  tell  iih  that  he  was 
on  hiH  way  there,  hut  he  mentioned  it  to  (.ne  of 
our  friendn,  and  you  know,  dear  Mn..  Quayle- 
bmith,   that  thone   things  alwayn   will   out  juHt 
as  Hurely    m  murder.    I  dare   my    I  am  giving 
yoii  your  tirnt  knowledge  of   \m  plan,  hut  we 
all   in   the  church  admire  you  no  njuch,   I  for 
one  cannot  hear  to  »ee  you  deceived.    Vou  may 
dei)end,  however,  on  my  dimretion.    Excepting 
to  you,  I  shall  he  nilent.   The  Armitages  arrived 
at  Regina  Beach  not  very  long  ago.    Belle  has 
juHt  written  from  there  to  a  girl  friend  of  ours 
here,  hut  of  course  she  said  nothing  of  the  ren- 
dezvous. 


Mrs.  Quayle-Smith's  face  was  scarlet.  "  Cat ! 
Cut !  "  she  ejaculated,  and  crushed  the  letter  in 
her  strong,  plump  hand.  Tossing  it  aside,  she 
seized  the  thin  inclosure  from  Regina  Beach.  She 
felt  certain  that  the  rencontre,  if  such  there  had 
been,  was  purely  accidental.    She  could  not  wait 
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for  Dick's  version,  and  tore  open  his  letter  with 
hands  that  tremhled. 

Dear  Mother  [she  read],  —  The  charms  of 
this  spot  have  not  been  at  all  exaggerated.  If  I 
find  I  oan  be  quiet  enough,  it  will  be  a  perfect 
place  to  do  my  work.  A  young  lady  here  is  going 
to  do  the  writing  for  me,  and  the  thing  should 
go  swimmingly. 

I  know  you  will  pardon  a  brief  letter,  under- 
standing my  limitation. 
Hoping  all  goes  well. 

Your  affectionate  Dick. 

A  long,  low  groan  escaped  Mrs.  Quayle-Smith's 
hps,  and  tears  began  to  slip  unregarded  down 
her  cheeks  and  fall  among  the  laces  and  ribbon 
of  her  negligee.  Her  nerveless  hand  dropi)e(l  the 
letter,  and  her  vague  eyes  indicated  a  broken 
spirit.  She  murmured  to  herself  with  lips  that 
worked  piteously :  "  I  believed  in  you,  Dick.    I 
Was  honest !    My  poor  little  Violet !    It  has  been 
a  vain  fight;  but  it's  over  now.   My  poor  little 
girl !  After  all  my  suffering,  and  managing,  and 
scheming,  he  gives  me  no  better  reward  than  to 
keep  a  tryst  with  that  creature  at  the  first  oppor- 
tunity. How  could  I  have  been  so  deceived ! " 
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t,...tful  of  m,  own  chil.l?  I  ,4ll  write  CZ 
once,  and  we  will  «„  „broad  together  Dick  hi 
-changed  hi»  birthright  fora  nfe«,  oTpXe-' 
The  weeping  wonmn  «lu„ldere<l.    "  The  awf,d  d„. 

The^ask  shall  h:t„^';td7/:;J:i- 

1  ve  no  the  least  ,dea  that  she  will  confine  her 
n  ormafon  to  me.  More  than  likely  the  news 
W.I1  have  crept  like  wildfire  throughout  l^e 
congregation  by  to-morro-v."  ^ 

Mrs.  Quayle-Smith  shrank  physically  from  the 
imagined  words  and  glances.   "I  can't  fa™  it 
and  I  won  t!  "  she  reflected;  then  an  idea  oc: 

'  Thlt-r^^r'"'^''  t  "<''™™«'^  << Wy- 
the       »  't.    That  -s  what  I  -11  do !   I  'II  send  fo 

the    ector  to^ay.    No  one  else  shall  tell  Mr 

Amshe.   -They  shall  all  know  that  I  am  „„d^" 

ce.ved  and  have  no  desire  to  shield  such  an 

do  ,t  as  quietly  as  possible.    How  can  such  •. 
splendid  man    e  such  a  fool !  "  and  as  the  though 

p  o'd'hrrh*"  r,-^'"'  *"  p'"'"-  »*  '^a 

proud  head  brought  low  had  power  even  now 
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to  force  a  fresh  burst  of  tears  from  her  eyes. 
*' Violet  and  I  will  go  away.  I  shall  write  her 
at  once  and  beg  her  pardon.  How  could  Dick, 
of  all  men,  do  anything  so  sneaking  ;  such  bad 
form ;  so  vulgar.  He  should  n't  have  Violet 
again,  not  if  he  went  on  his  knees  to  me  and 
gave  up  all  thought  of  that  creature.  Getting 
her  to  write  for  him  !  How  brazen,  how  —  yes, 
how  totally  unlike  Dick  !  He  was  always  such  a 
man.  Any  underhanded  methods  seem  so  for- 
eign to  him  ; "  and  Mrs.  Quayle-Smith's  wound 
bled  afresh.  She  rang  the  bell. 

Julie  appeared  at  once,  and  her  mistress  asked 
for  writing-materials.  She  wrote  a  note  to  the 
rector  asking  briefly  for  half  an  hour  of  his 
time,  saying  she  had  something  ot  importance  to 
tell  him,  or  she  would  not  disturb  him  on  a  Sat- 
urday. 

She  sent  the  note  to  the  coachman,  with  orders 
to  drive  to  the  rectory  and  bring  Mr.  Ainslie 
back. 

"  Now,  Julie,"  she  said,  when  the  business  was 
transacted,  "  make  me  look  as  if  I  had  n't  been 
weeping." 

The  discreet  maid  finally  had  her  mistress  ar- 
rayed ;  but  do  what  she  would,  Violet's  mother, 
crushed  by  her  disappointment  and  grief,  was 
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totally  unable  wholly  f    control  the  fountain  of 
her  tears. 

"  Leave  me,  Julie,"  she  said  at  last,  when  she 
was  settled  in  her  pleasant  morning-room.  "  I  am 
always  run  down  in  the  spring.  I  seem  to  be  com- 
pletely  unnerved  this  morning.  When  Mr.  Ains- 
lie  arrives,  send  him  up  at  once." 

Mrs.  Quayle-Smith,  when  she  was  alone,  covered 
her  swollen  eyes  with  her  handkerchief.  She  was 
momentarily  overwhelmed  with  the  consideration 
of  the  grief  she  must  impose  upon  the  recto- 
All  her  own  sorrow,  she  knew,  would  be  shared 
by  this  devoted  old  friend  of  her  son-in-law; 
and  while  she  could  ta1:e  Violet  and  run  away, 
putting  the  sea  between  themselves  and  all  these 
complications,  Mr.  Ainslie  must  face,  besides  his 
own  personal  sorrow,  the  disastrous  loss  of  his 
choir-master:  the  pride  of  The  Holy  Saints. 

Misery  loves  company,  but  Mrs.  Quayle-Smith 
was  too  sincerely  attached  to  the  polished,  courtly 
clergyman,  who  for  twenty  years  had  been  a  star 
at  the  dinner-parties  of  herself  and  others  of  the 
elect,  not  to  feel  unmixed  regret  at  dealing  him 
this  unavoidable  blow. 

"  What  an  ending  to  an  awful  winter !  "  she 
reflected.  "  Whatever  Violet  may  have  suffered 
of  loneliness  and   heartache,  at  least  she  has 
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escaped  my  position  in  the  forefront  of  battle 
-never  able  to  give  a  sincere  look  or  word  to 
anybody. 

J^^  *«"'»]»'««»  the  expected  knock  sounded 
and  her  old  friend  entered.  Julie  wa.  clo»  be- 
hind  him,  and  at  once  disappeared,  closing  the 
door  with  quiet  celerity.  * 

Mrs.  Quayle-Smith  rose,  the  hanging  velm 

though  they  felt  her  nervousness. 

She  bit  her  lip  at  sight  of  the  tall  figure  with 
■ts  slightly  bowed  shoulders,  smooth-shaven  face, 

weight  of  the  projecting  brows  above. 

vouf„r  **'-,-^/"»««'  I  l-ope  I  didn't  disturb 
you  too  much  ? 

in  ^l  *^'^  l-f  Offered  hand.  "An  impossibility 
n  your  case,"  he  replied,  her  sorry  plight  mak 
mg  his  voice  unwontedly  gentle. 
MnJ^.y^  associations  swept  her  at  his  ton,. 
Must  all  the  success,  the  pride,  the  happiness, 
be  things  of  the  past?  Oh,  it  was  a  drTam!  I 
coddn  t  be  a  reality  that  she  should  never  again 

•    Di.t*    T'  '"P"'''  affectionate  satisfaction 
in  uick  s  achievements. 

Involuntarily  she  fenced  with  the  situation 
1  am  80  absurdly  unnerved  this  morning," 
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..'?.''•    .  '  ^""^  '"•'"' >ny«.lf,  really." 
I  n.  sincerely  sorry,"  replied  the  rector,  Uk- 

time  of  year,  she  went  on  tremulously,  "  but  - 
but  I  don't  seem  to  remember  any  previius  weal 
ness  so  pronounced  as  this." 

How  was  she  to  tell  him  '<  Hn»  -,..    l    . 

H„„     ^r.*;?  *  'I"'"''  S'''""^  through  tears 

wls^iS    r:C/  ftThe" ""'*  "■■^^^- 
-^.ved  that  hew- h^:^,%-  — 

"  Have  vi"™"'  h'*'"^""  ";f "'" »''« «'''l' »'»">«'• 
and?  -^r"       *  ^''"-     ""  ™i™  died  awav 

sail"ri^:ttt£hToi^«»^^ 

felt  It  kmdest  to  bnng  her  the  news.  Her  dim 
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gaze  remained  glued  to  the  tragic  yellow  envel- 
ope. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  returned  her  visitor. 

"My  regret  at  discovering  your  indisposition 

made  me  forget.  Your  maid  handed  me  this  for 
you  just  now." 

Telegrams  were  of  common  occurrence  in  Mrs. 
Quayle-Smith's  existence,  and  this  one  at  once 
lost  its  significance.  Fiom  being  a  threat  it 
altered  to  a  reprieve.  For  another  minute  or  two 
she  need  not  talk. 

"  You  will  excuse  me,  then,  if  I  see  —  "  she 
began. 

Mr.  Ainslie  opened  the  envelope  and  handed 
her  the  inclosure. 

She  took  it,  leaned  back  in  her  chair  feebly, 
and  lifted  her  lorgnette.  As  she  examined  the 
message  for  a  rather  surprising  length  of  time, 
her  visitor  took  advantage  of  the  opportunity  to 
glance  surreptitiously  at  his  watch.  All  the  signs 
prognosticated  a  rather  lengthy  interview,  and 
he  had  an  important  appointment  to  keep.  No 
slight  matter  had  caused  the  collapse  on  the  part 
of  this  indomitable  pillar  of  his  church,  and  he 
would  be  loth  to  leave  her  a  moment  before  she 
wished  it.  Absorbed  in  calculation  of  the  time  at 
his  command,  he  looked  up  as  Mrs.  Quayle-Smith 
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stirred,  and  saw  her  place  the  telegram  on  the 
table  beside  her. 

She  drew  herself  erect  in  her  chair,  and  pressed 
her  handkerchief  lightly  to  her  eyes  again.  When 
she  took  it  away,  a  faint  smile  touched  her  lips. 
"  It  proves  a  surprising  lack  of  vanity,  does  n't 
it,  Mr.  Ainslie,  for  me  to  exhibit  myself  to  you 
in  such  an  undignified,  swelled-up  state  ?  " 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  Quayle-Smith,  pray  don't  men- 
tion such  a  trifle  as  appearances.  If  there  is  any- 
thing in  the  world  that  I  can  do  for  you " 

"  You  poor  man  !  I  've  actually  driven  you  to 
use  a  sympathetic  tone !  It  was  so  inconsiderate 
of  me  to  let  you  come  in  and  find  me  a  perfect 
Niobe  and  never  explain  myself.  Unluckily,  tears 
of  joy  can  make  one  look  as  great  a  fright  as 
tears  of  sorrow." 

"  Joy  ?  Why !    You  relieve  me  wonderfully." 
"  Yes,  indeed.  I  know  you  will  forgive  me  for 

dragging  you  from  your  study,  for  you  were 

always  so  fond  of  Violet." 

"Of  Violet?  Well,  rather!    What  about  the 

dear  child  ?  " 

Mr.  Ainslie's  heavy  brows  rose  and  fell  in 
some  bewilderment.  Instead  of  the  trembling 
being  of  five  minutes  ago,  whose  very  words  were 
labored  and  who  could  not  meet  his  glance,  there 
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«t  before  him  the  familwr  friend,  with  the  cu^ 
tom.,y  ,„de.tructible  «lf.p„.«e»io„  which  ,„ 

li^h     M   r*  T*  "™"'f'''  •'«•"«■'.  "nd  that 
with  all  her  self-command  »he  wa>  obliged  to 

convert  through  her  ari.tocr.tic  „o«,  thel  Z 

s^ferrr'^ "'"' ''""' '"  **"•  ^"'^"^ 

"  You  don't  know,"  .he  proceeded,  with  an 
«.«mpt.on  of  frankne™,  "what  .eriou.  anxiety 

have  endured  the  la.t  month,  on  Violet'  ai: 
count.  Of  courw  the  child  had  never  had  any 
experience  of  .ickne,,  and  death -her  poor 
father  having   passed   away  when   .he  waf  .o 

Znl  IZ"  T"".'^^  ""«''  ""x""  l>er  condi- 

ha.  had  a  dcire  to  be  alone  that  wa.  «,  „„natu! 
«I  m  a  young  per«,„.  Of  courw  it  wa.  a  «,rt  of 
nn,ou.  prostration ,  but  not  wishing  to  .ee  either 
Dick  or  myself  was  so  morbid  that  we  could 

from  telling  even  y„u  .11  that  w..  on  my  mind 
Now,  just  thi.  morning,  I've  hearU  thaf  .he  is 

Since  Dick  went  out  to  her." 
"Dick  went  out  to  her !  "  Mr.  Ainshe  leaned 
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at  Begina  Beach,"  went  on  Mrs    0„«.     «      u 
suavelr    "V....  i,  i  .         ^"".Vle-Smith 

there     If,  2  ''7  "'"'""'"»  "  "  out 

to  the  telegram  „i„,  f,ee  d„wT:f  t  eTh  e""" 

cloaeb'  related  in  ,o„^  intent""    '  ''"''  ""  '" 
And  shall  continue  to  be  so    thnnt  p  j  .. 
responded  the  other  devoutly  *^'"'' 
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hoHUms  wttlketl  to  the  door  with  him.  She  gave 
a  little  deprecatory  hiiijfh. 

"Forget    my   funny   eyes,    won't    you,    Mr. 
Ainshe  ? 

He  took  her  hand  and  regarded  her  long. 
They  had  been  boy  and  girl  together,  and  shoul- 
der  to  ghoulder  had  weathered  many  of  life'g 
stormi.  Never  had  either  so  narrowly  escaped 
shipwreck  as  this  time. 

"  I  shall  not  forget  your  happy  eyes,  Ruth," 
he  answered  slowly  and  solemnly;  and  lifting 
her  hand  to  his  lips,  he  kissed  it. 

"Thank you,  Charles," she  said,  in  a  low  voice. 
When  the  door  had  closed  after  him,  she  turned 
the  key  in  the  lock,  and  her  trailing  skirts  sounded 
a  sdken  frou-frou  as  she  hastened  back  to  the 
table  to  read  and  reread  the  lines  on  that  scrap 
of  yellow  paper,  more  precious  than  any  check 
signed  by  a  multi-millionaire. 

We  are  thinking  of  you  with  love,  best  of  mo- 
thers.  It  is  heaven  on  earth  here.   Expect  letter. 

Violet  and  Dick. 

Mrs.  Quayle-Smith  looked  oflF,  and  a  light  illu- 
mined her  gaze  as  she  anticipated  the  morrow 
and  the  nonchalant  and  gracious  remarks  that 
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J.he  wou  d  let  fall  in  pnuluctive  place*.  Mrn.  Uid- 
aw  .  wildhre,  provided  .he  had  sorted  it,  would 
be  met  by  an  all^onquering  counter-Hamo  which 
would  ext.ngu.sh  the  other',  feeble  dicker  a.  the 
full  .unhght  puU  out  a  candle. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI 

"■lOr    AKI,    UtADKKBs" 

w«  d««J  .,  Ctahaa  l.U,.d,  a„d  re.d  „  fol- 

Dkaki«t  Mothkk,  _  W«  will  not  write  tli. 
jou  wdl  know  «,„«  day,  but  yuu  mw  bv  our 

we  were  both  ready  to  accept  life',  hai.piues. 
agam  .„d  find  it  doubly  preciou..   Guy  U  te" 
»«.  U.ere  too,  and  a  pri  named  Sibyl  Rayimr 
who  brought  Dick  and  „.e  together,  L  yo^"..' 
faintly  .mapne  how  dear  she  i»  to  n,;.   Guy  al  " 
..  d.«ove„ng  that  ,ho  i,  a  pearl  an.ong  S  an^ 
when  you  know  her,  you  will  be  aa  gld  a,' I 
the  pearl  can  fit  in  that  strong  setting.    I  '  Vk 
o^'    hem  now  because  they  were  both  so  S 
to  «s_  We  ran  away  from  Regina  a,  soon  a-  we 

nZ  t""?  """'  r^  "«'''"'«  "beautiful  trip 
north  to  Los  Angeles.  They  say  the  scenery  i^ 
luvely.    Dick  and  I   looked  at  each  other    We 
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came  over  Iuth  to  Cntiilinn.  lui.i  th..  only  thin^. 
tliat  I  <.aii  r«miMiilM.r  .      tliM  nlu.rt  vovajre 'in-MicleH 
Ink,  wuH  a  rtyii.^-JUl,.     h  wan  the  ii.o»t   fairy- 
.k«,  «x.,,„Mit«  thiii^r  I  evpr«iw-tlu,  iridi.Meiit 
ittk.  creatun*  soariiij;  wiuwiftlv  ovit  the  billow*, 
hut  perhapH  Hyin^r-Hnh  only  look  that  v/ay  whe.i 
Uuk  iH  hohling  one'H  haii.l.   Here,  we  ^o  out  to 
th«  Huhinariiie  jfunlenn  and  look  at  each  other. 
I  hen  we  jjo  over  iu  the  ^'olf  courne  an.l  look  at 
each  other.   I  hope  we  nhall  work  off  a  jfreat  .leal 
of  It  before  we  j^et  home,  else  Dirk  won't  be  able 
to  pay  the  orjjan  unless  I  hohJ  bin  hand,  which 
would  be  juHt  aH  hampering:  an  a  lame  wrist,  and 
the  conpregation  would  have  a  right  to  complain 
that  he  had  come  <Hit  here  only  to  exchanjje  one 
trouble   for  another.    By  the  way,  his  wrist  is 
well  — 

Here  the  feminine  handwriting  ceased  and 
Chamberlain's  careless  chirography  took  up  the 
word. 

How  could  one  of  my  sinews  weep  when  every 
fibre  of  my  being  is  rejoicing?  Blessed  mother, 
best  of  friends,  I  hope  the  remainder  of  my  life 
will  reward  you  for  all  you  have  done  f<,r  me 
dunng  this  winter  of  our  discontent.  If  Violet 
was  chanuing    before,  and   you  and   I  always 

327 


^M  w^mmM  mM  •:  'k 


The  Leaven  of  Love 


'JSMPft   ■! 


thought  so,  she  is  ten  times  more  so  now.    She 
eve,,   looks  more  hea.itiful   than  y„„  ever  «.w 
her.  To  my  great  delight,  she  is  willi„„  an,! 
even  eager  to  come  home;  and  I  long  to  be  in 
my  place  again.   Miss  Raynor,  whon,  Violet  n>e«- 
foned  above,  .s  the  girl  who  was  writing  for  me 
on  my  book  when  that  important  work  was  inter- 
rupte.1  by  my  sudden  ascent  into  paradise  via 
Los  Angeles.    Miss  Raynor  and  her  family  are 
ready  to  return  Hi,st,  so  she  will  visit  us  awhile 
and  go  on  wth  the  stenographic  work  for  me.  I 
don  t  like  staying  away  from  the  choir  lone  at 
this  season.  I  shall  send  word  to  the  church  very 
soon.  •' 

There  was  not  much  more  in  the  letter,  but 
M«,.  Q„a,|^„,th  could  feel  the  return  of  her 
youth  while  she  read  it. 

She   reflected  on  the  possibilities  connected 

faction.      Guy  Lester  is  the  last  man  on  earth  to 
jnarry  a  typewriter,"  she  thought.  "  Violet  calls 
her  a  pearl,  but  dear  me,  when  even  the  fly    " 
fish  wore  a  halo,  what  can  one  expect !  •' 

Mrs.  Quayle^mith  preserved  a  dignified  and 
gracious  calm  before  the  world  during  that  period 
of  joyful  anticipation  of  the  homecoming  of  "ler 
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cUildren ,  but  even  her  mnyfroid  wa,  put  to 

of  The  Holy  Saints  was  in  his  place. 

hand  'ot\rf  '"''''''  \'"''"  ""'"'  S'l^y''  "•«'  "'« 
hand  of  the  former  stole  over  that  of  her  friend 

«  the  white-rohed  choir  entered  and  passed  near 
boTfr  tt  P'"*-'^"'"""'-  All,  even  to  the  tiniest 
nZ„  ^h  ""P'™"<"'  "f  that  master  touch 

upon  the  organ,  and  were  conscious  >f  the  ra,,. 
/.«W  between  themselv  and  the  recovered  leal 
whom  they  now  approached.  Eirnestly,  and  in 
glorious  accord,  the  voices  rang :  _ 

"  On  our  way  rejoicing 
As  we  homeward  move, 
Hearken  to  our  praises, 
Oh,  thou  God  of  lore  I 
h  there  grief  or  sadness  ? 

Thine  it  cannot  be. 
Is  our  sky  beclouded  ? 
Clouds  are  not  from  Thee." 

S  J»^  ^'""^"'^i"  Pe",  where  Mrs.  Quayle- 
Smith  sat  with  her  daughter  and  Sibyl  was  tht 
cyno^reofalleyes.  The  rector  pi^ch'ed  :Xl! 

d  yd^-T/*""'  """'"'"S'  •"•*  ''™»  h"  Irain 
did  double  duty  at  periods. 

lonely.  When  the  choir  arose  for  the  anthem,  he 
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looked  acro88  at  Sibyl  and  Violet,  and  he  saw 

the  meeting  of  their  eyes.   The  sun   streamed 

through  the  rose  window  in  shafts  of  purple  and 

gold  while  with  full  harmony  the  inspired  words 

rang  forth,  pealing  along  the  arches  a  heavenly 
promise :  —  ^ 

''And  the  ramomedof  the  Lord  shall  return 
and  come  to  Zion  with  sonys  and  everhiHtinq 
joj/ypou  their  heads  .the,/  shall  obtain  joy  and 
gladness,  and   sorroio   and  siyhinu  shall  flee 
away.  ' 
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JEWEL  : 

A  CHAPTER  IN  HER  LIFE 


By  CLARA  LOUISE  BURNHAM 


"In  Jewel  Mrs.  liurnham  has  drawn  one  of  those  de- 
lightfully  natural  pictures  of  child  life  which  have  a 
charm  for  all  classes  of  readers.  ...  The  heroine  is 
a  lovable  child,  takes  a  cheerful,  friendly  view  of  the 
world  at  large,  has  a  wealth  of  affection  for  her  rela- 
tives, is  blessed  with  a  sense  of  humor,  and  is  entirely 
free  from  self -consciousness." 

New  York  Times. 

"Mrs.  Bumham's  story  reads  charmingly  and  is  ex- 
tremely  interesting  both  as  a  story  and  as  an  exposi- 
tion  of  Christian  Science  in  its  most  attractive  dress." 

Chicago  Rccord-Herald. 
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THE  OPENED  "shutters" 

By  CLARA  LOUISE  BURNHAM 


cM-  Zl7^'"  '"'^''■^'^^'"-  Muc-ntly  amusing,  ever 
dch^ht  ul  love  story.  A  novel  of  power,  one  that  will 
be  wKlcly  read,  for  it  is  the  best  that  this  distinguished 
author  has  yet  written.-  /.,,,,,,  /.,^^^^,^^ 

"A  wholesome  picture  of  normal,  wholesome  lives- 
full  of  human  nature,  sparkling  with  humor,  and  filled 
w.lh  clever  portrayals  of  character  .  .  .  as  good  work 
as  Mrs.  liurnham  has  ever  done."        /iroo^/j.„  Ea^/,. 

"  The  love  story  of  Sylvia  and  her  rescuer  is  a  very 

"  Mrs.  Hurnham  has  written  the  book  in  her  hap 
piest  vein.    It  is  brimming  with  dry  humor  and  amus- 
ing  characterization.-         Lcw/s^ou  Evening  Journal. 


With  frontispiece  in  color  by  IIakklson  Fismer 

i2mo,  5r.5o. 
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THE  OLD  PEABODY  PEW 

By  KATE  DOUGLAS  WIGGIN 


••  A  characteristically  hri-ht  talc  of  a  New  Kn^Iand 
hfe  full  of  sentiment  and  humor  "  -  O/u/ool;  .V.  ): 

"The  cheeriest  of  the  stories  by  this  gifted  au- 
thor.   —  PliiliXiiclfiliia  Tilfgraf>h. 

"Mrs.  VViggin  has  never  penned  a  more  truthful 
or  delightful  idyl  of  New  Kngland  life  ••- i^W^;, 
Herald. 

"A  delightful  mingling  of  humor  and  sentiment 
and  pathos."- AT   W  Herald 

"  A  story  that  compels  lau^^hter  as  well  .,s  tear,  and 
makes  us  think  better  of  the  workaday  world  in  which 
we  live. •'—  BNd^rer  and  Ihacon. 


With  border  designs  and  full-page  illustrations  in 
color,  ^1.50. 
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PARADISE 


By  ALICE  BROWN 

"Few  writer,  of  fict.on  have  equaled  Mi.«  Hrown  in 
their  u„der»undi„g  and  analysi,  „f  ,he  New  Kngland 
characler,  and  few  have  been  «.  skillful  as  she  in  en- 
ciow,„g  the  creation,  of  her  imagination  with  actual 
lite.    —Boston  Transcript. 

^^Paradisc  is  Miss  Hrown's  best  novel  thus  far 
stnkingly  superior  in  merit  to  all  her  previous  ,us! 
tamed  fiction,  on  a  level  throughout  -  this  is  high 
pra.se- with  the  best  of  her  admirable  short  stories. 
In  workmanship  it  is  cut  and  polished,  and  set  like  a 

jewel  worthy  to  be  the  pride  of  the  artist  and  the 
dehght  of  the  beholder."  -  New  York  Mail. 
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